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SUPPLEMENTAL SERIES. 
ANCIENT CLASSICS FOR ENGLISH READERS. 


EDITED BY THE REv. W. LUCAS COLLINS, M.A. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


The marked success and general popularity of the Series of ‘ ANCIENT 
CLAssICos FOR ENGLISH READERS,’ lately concluded in Twenty Volumes, 
has been accompanied by some regrets, expressed both by the friendly 
critics of the press and in private quarters, at its not having been made 
somewhat more comprehensive, 

This has induced us to announce the issue of a ‘Supplementary Series,’ 
intended to comprise the works of some few Latin and Greek authors 
which, for various reasons, were not included in the original plan. 

This Series will appear, like the preceding, in quarterly volumes, at 
half-a-crown eacb, and in the same size and type. It will not be extended 
beyond eight or ten such volumes. These will include the works of ARIs- 
TOTLE, THUCYDIDES, DEMOSTHENES, Livy, Lucretius, Ovip, CATULLUS 
(with TiBULLUS and PROPERTIUS), ANAOCREON, PinDAR, &c. 


THE New VOLUME, 
As: AE Soe 


By tHe Rev. W. LUCAS COLLINS, M.A., 
Is published this day, price 2s, 6d. 


CONTENTS OF THE FIRST SERIES. 


Homer: THe Itrap. By the Editor. | Hesiop AND THeEocGnis. By the Rev. J. 


Homer: Tur Opyssey. By the Editor. Davies, M.A. 

Heroporus. By George C. Swayne, | Greek AnrHotocy. By Lord Neaves. 
A. | Viren. By the Editor. 

XeEnornon, By Sir Alexander Grant, | Horace. By Theodore Martin, 

Bart. JuvENAL. By Edward Walford, M.A. 
Eurireies. By W. B. Donne. PLautus AND TERENCE. By the Editor. 
ARISTOPHANES. By the Editor. Tue COMMENTARIES OF Ca#SAR. By 
Puaro. By Clifton W. Collins, M.A. Anthony Trollope. 

Luoian. By the Editor. Tacitus. By W. B. Donne. 
#scnyius. By Reginald S. Copleston, | Cicero. By the Editor. 

B.A. | Puryy’s Letrers. By the Rev. Alfred 
Soruocies. By Clifton W. Collins, | Church, M.A., and the Rev. W. J. 

M.A, | Brodribb, M.A. 


Exch Volume may be had separately, price 2s. 6d. in cloth ; or the whole 
Series, bound in 10 Vols., vellum backs, for £2, 10s. 


WILLIAM BLACKWOOD & SONS, EprnBuRGH AND LONDON. 
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ADVERTISEMENTS. 


NEW NOVELS AT THE LIBRARIES. 
THE FOOL OF THE FAMILY, and other Tales, By John 


DANGERFIELD, Author of ‘ Grace Tolmar.’ 2 vols. crown 8vo, 21s. 


«¢ All the tales are clever. . . . Mr Dangerfield always contrives to be interesting or en- 
tertaining.”—Morning Post. : ( 

“€Tn every page the author shows himself a man of the world and of society, in the best sense 
of those words, as well as a man of high literary taste and scholarly attainments. He has a 
keen wit. . . . ‘Miss Olivia Tempest’ is a tale as smart and clever as one of Sheridan’s 
comedies.” —The Standard. 


CONSTANTIA: a Novel, By the Author of ‘One Only, 2 vols, 


crown 8vo, 21s, 

“ Constantia Luttrell is a very charming heroine and a very charming woman, and her story 
is told pleasantly and well. . , . The other characters of the book are also good, the style is 
excellent, and the construction artistic. . . , Quiet and subdued humour.”—Standard. 

‘*Constantia is one of the pleasantest tales we have met with for some time past. . . . The 
author has produced a most charming heroine.”—Court Journal. 

“A novelette of exceptional interest.”—Academy. 


RUTH AND GABRIEL: a Novel, By Laurence Cheny, 3 vols. 


crown 8vo, 31s. 6d. 


From the Edinburgh ‘ Scotsman.’ 

“ Quite out of the ordinary*groove of novels is *‘ Ruth and Gabriel,’ and if Laurence Cheny is 
not the disguise of a writer who is already known to the world under another name, the long 
array of our fictionists has gained a recruit who deserves a place in the first rank. F 
The hero and heroine, Ruth and Gabriel Linnett, are drawn with a strength and yet subtlety 
of touch that remind the reader alternately of Emily Bronté and George Eliot. The same may 
indeed be said of almost every personage in the story. . . . The reader’s interest is sus- 
tained from the first page to the last.” 


NEW BOOKS AT THE LIBRARIES. 


© Another standard work.”—The Times. 


A HISTORY OF MERCHANT SHIPPING AND ANCIENT COM- 
MERCE. By W.S8. LINDSAY. In Four Volumes complete, cloth extra, with upwards of 
150 wood engravings, and charts and maps. In Four Vols. (Vols. III. and IV. just pub- 
lished), price £4, 10s. complete, or Vols. I. and II. 21s. each. Vols. III. and IV, 24s. each. 


*.* A quarto Illustrated Prospectus of this fine work sent gratis to any address by the 
Publishers. 


TWO NEW BOOKS ON AUSTRALIA. 
SKETCHES OF AUSTRALIAN LIFE AND SCENERY. By One 


who has been a Resident for Thirty Years. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, price 14s. 


‘THE QUEEN OF THE COLONIES; or, Queensland as I Saw it, 


By an Eight Years’ Resident. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, price 14s. 


.ECHOES OF THE HEART, By Emma Moody, 16mo. cloth, gilt 


edges, price 3s. 6d. [Now ready. 


The New Monthly Periodical, Price 1s. 6d. 
** Ts sure to succeed.” —A theneeum. 
MEN OF MARK. For March. Contains, with Biographical 
Notices, very fine permanent cabinet Photographs of Lord Lytton, Viceroy of India; 


Samuel Plimsoll, M.P.; Baron Huddleston. Parts I. and II., each containing Three 
Photographs of eminent men, can be had, price ls. 6d. each. 


SAMPSON LOW, MARSTON, SEARLE, & RIVINGTON, 
Crown BuILpInes, 188 FLEET STREET, E.C. 


2 ADVERTISEMENTS. 


SOME SELECTIONS FROM 
CASSELL, PETTER, & GALPIN’S PUBLICATIONS. 
THE HISTORY OF PROTESTANTISM. By 


the Rev. J. A. WYLIE, LL.D. Vol. I., now ready, contains 620 pages, 
extra crown 4to, and upwards of 200 Original Illustrations. To be completed 
in Three Volumes. 


‘*A richly illustrated, elegant, and learned history, happily unmarked by the 
proverbial theologicum odium. All denominations of the Christian Church owe a 


debt of gratitude to the author for a work of the kind, so full of fact, and so fair. 


to all parties concerned.” —Standard. 
*,* Also publishing in Monthly Parts, at 7d. and 83d. 


OLD AND NEW LONDON, A Narrative of its 


History, its People, and its Places. Vols, I., II., and III., with about 200 
Engravings each. Extra crown 4to, 576 pages, cloth, 9s. each. 


‘As an elaborate picturesque description of the metropolis, it has scarcely a 
rival in our language ; and it is a worthy record of the history and the antiquities 
of the greatest of aJl the great world-cities.”—Daily Telegraph. 

** Also published in Monthly Parts at 7d. and 84d. 


THE RACES OF MANKIND, A Popular De- 
scription of the Characteristics, Manners, and Customs of the Principal Vari- 
eties of the Human Family. By ROBERT BROWN, M.A., Ph.D., F.L.S., 
F.R.G.S. Illustrated throughout. Just ready, complete in Four Volumes, 
crown 4to, cloth, 6s. each; or Two Volumes, cloth, £1, 1s. 


“The work overflows with information interesting alike to young and old.”— 
Scotsman. 


BRITISH BATTLES ON LAND AND SEA. 
By JAMES GRANT, Author of ‘The Romance of War.’ Complete in Three 
Volumes, with about 200 Engravings in each. Extra crown 4to, 576 pages, 
cloth, 9s. each. 


** As good a boy’s book as we could wish to give to the best boy we know is 
‘ British Battles ou Land and Sea.’ Mr James Grant can write about these stirring 
scenes as well as any one. We feel sorely tempted to lay down our pen and read 
the book through from the very first page to the last. That the boy who once gets 
it into his hands will do so we feel very certain.” —Times. 


Just commenced, Monthly, 7d. and 84d. 


COOKERY, CASSELL’S DICTIONARY OF. 


Illustrated with numerous Engravings and full-page Coloured Plates, and con- 
taining nearly TEN THOUSAND Receipts in every Department of British, Con- 
tinental, and American Cookery, being several thousand more than are contained 
in any existing work. 

Part 5 now ready, price 84$d., including Fammy DINNER CARTE, printed 
separately on Plate Paper, suitable for framing, and serving as a GUIDE TO 
WHAT TO HAVE FOR DINNER ON Every Day IN THE YEAR. 

‘€ Cassell’s Dictionary of Cookery is the sort of thing no drawing-room should be 


without, for if the drawing-room devoted a little more attention to this interesting 
subject, the kitchen would follow the example.”—/7rqa. 


CASSELL, PETTER, & GALPIN, Ludgate Hill, London; and all Booksellers, 


ADVERTISEMENTS, 3 


rE” NOW READY, , PART L, price HALF-A-CROWN, 


PICTURESQUE EUROPE. 


A DELINEATION BY PEN AND PENCIL OF 


The Mountains, Rivers, Lakes, Shores, Forests, and other Na- 
tural Features, and the Cathedrals, Castles, Palaces, Ruins, 
and other Picturesque and Historical Places of Great Britain 
and the Continent. Illustrated with SIXTY exquisitely-en- 
graved STEEL PLATES and SEVERAL HUNDRED superior 
ENGRAVINGS on WOOD, from ORIGINAL DRAWINGS 


specially made for this Work by some of the most eminent 
Artists of the day. 


*,” [t being impossible to convey by a mere extract from the 
Prospectus an adequate conception of this MOST ELABOR- 
ATELY-ILLUSTRATED WORK, 77 is suggested that all who are 
not yet acquainted with the nature of the Work should 
take an opportunity of inspecting a Copy of the FIRST 
PART, which ts now on sale at all the leading Booksellers 
in town and Country. 


CASSELL, PETTER, & GALPIN: Ludgate Hill, London. 


4 ADVERTISEMENTS. 


THIS DAY IS PUBLISHED. 


I. 
A NEW AND ENLARGED EDITION. 


HANDY BOOK of the FLOWER-GARDEN. Be- 


ing 'Practical Directions for the Propagation, Culture, and Arrangement of 
Plants in Flower-Gardens all the year round. By Davin THomson, Editor 
of ‘The Gardener,’ &c. A New Edition, being the Third, enlarged and 
brought down to the present time. Crown 8vo, with Engravings, 7s. 6d. 


‘One of the very few books of its kind in which the amateur, instead of being 
overwhelmed by details, has the principles which are to guide him put plainly and 
clearly before him, so that he may be able to think and judge for himself.”—Pall 
Mall Gazette. 

**Tt is a practical volume, which we recommend to our readers without any re- 
servation.” —Journal of Horticulture. 


Il. 
SECOND EDITION, REVISED AND ENLARGED. 


DOMESTIC FLORICULTURE, WINDOW-GAR- 


DENING, and FLORAL DECORATIONS. By F. W. Bursricr, Author 
of ‘Cool Orchids,’ &c. Crown 8vo, with numerous Engravings, 7s. 6d. 


‘Mr Burbidge writes mainly for residents in towns who have either small 
gardens or no gardens at all; and he shows them how, in spite of these disad- 
vantages, they may enjoy the charm of colour and of perfume.”—Pall Mali 
Gazette. 

**This is, we believe, the first book in which an attempt has been made to em- 
body a really useful amount of information on this subject [church decoration]— 
one that is every day growing in importance. It is abundantly illustrated by 
the author’s own pencil, and from other sources, and is a noteworthy addition to 
our garden literature.” — The Garden. 


A NEW AND ENLARGED EDITION. 


A BOOK ABOUT ROSES: How to Grow and 


Suow Tue. By the Rev. S. Reynotps Ho xe, Author of a ‘ Little Tour in 
Treland.’ Fifth Edition, 7s. 6d. 


‘The whole volume teems with encouraging data and statistics ; and, while it 
is intensely practical, it will interest general readers by an unfailing vivacity — 
which supplies garnish and ornament to the array of facts, and furnishes ‘ana’ 
in such rich profusion that one might do worse than lay by many of Mr Hole’s 
good stories for future table-talk.”—Saturday Review. 


WILLIAM BLACKWOOD & SONS, EDINBURGH AND LONDON. 
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HENRY S. KING AND CO.’S 
| PUBLICATIONS. 


THE VICAR OF MORWENSTOW: A Memoir of the late Rev. 


R. S. HAWKER. By the Rev. 8. Barine Goutp, M.A. One Volume, post 8vo, with 
Portrait, 10s. 6d. 


WILLIAM GODWIN, HIS FRIENDS AND CONTEMPORARIES. 


With Portraits and Facsimiles of the Handwriting of Godwin and his Wife. By C. 
KEGAN PAUL, 2 vols. demy 8vo, cloth, 28s. 


“* Mr Paul may securely count upon all the applause that attends first-rate literary work, 
He shines as the accomplished literary craftsman—clear-headed and clear-sighted, diligent, accu- 
rate, and compendious. Mr Paul has accomplished a great task with exemplary tho- 
roughness, and his name will be indissolubly connected with that of the subject of his biography. 
His work rivals any romance in interest, and surpasses every romance in variety. It is beau- 
tifully printed, and adorned with photographs from noble portraits of Godwin and Mary 
Wollstonecraft by Northcote and Opie, the property of Sir Percy Shelley.”—Athenewm. 


BOOKS FOR THE HOUSEHOLD. 


COOKERY FOR INVALIDS, PERSONS 
of DELICATE DIGESTION, and CHIL- 
DREN. By Mary Hooper. Crown 8yvo, 
cloth, 3s. 6d. 


**The author’s hints and instructions are ad- 
tirable for their soundness and terse common 
sense. Her various directions for making gruel 
are simply perfect.”—Daily Telegraph. 

** A handy volume, the utility of which ean 
hardly be exaggerated.”—Court Journal. 


LITTLE DINNERS: How to Serve 
Them with Elegance and Economy. By 
Mary Hooper. Ninth Edition. One vol. 
crown 8vo, 5s. 


“To read this book gives the reader an ap- 
petite.”—Notes and Queries. 

** A very excellent little book, . . . a capi- 
tal help to any housekeeper who interests her- 
self in her kitchen and her cook.”—Vuanity 
Fair. 

** Elegance and economy, which meet hand 
in hand in print, may do the same on the table 
if the advice in this book is intelligently follow- 
ed.”—John Bull. 


THE STOMACH: Common-sense Man- 


agement of. By G. OvEREND DreEwry. 
Second edition, feap. 8vo, 2s. 6d. 


‘* His observations on subjects such as the 
lancing of infants’ teeth, the use and abuse of 
purgatives, the harm done by worrying the 
stomach with ‘snacks’ between meals, and 
the exceeding importance of cold bathing, are 
fraught with thorough good sense.”—Graphic. 


OUR INVALIDS: How shall we Em- 


ploy and Amuse Them? By Harriet 
Power. Fcap. 8vo, 2s. 6d. 


**Cannot fail to relieve the monotony and 
brighten the lives of those who are invalids. 
To all such, as well as their friends, we heart- 
ily recommend this charming little practical 
essay.” —Public Opinion. 

“Tt ought to be known and studied in every 
hospital in the kingdom.”—Literary Chwurch- 
man. 


LONGEVITY: The Means of Prolong- 
ing Life after Middle Age. By JoHN GaR- 
DNER, M.D. Third Edition, revised and 
enlarged, Small crown 8vo, 4s. 


“The hints here given on health and sug- 
gestions on longevity, evidently based on ex- 
perience of a lengthened extent, are to our 
mind invaluable.”—Standard. 

“Dr Gardner’s directions are sensible 
enough, and founded on good principles. The 
advice given is such that any man in moderate 
health might follow it with advantage, whilst 
no clap-trap is introduced which might savour 
of quackery.” —Lancet. 


PHYSIOLOGY FOR PRACTICAL USE. 
By James Hinton, late Aural Surgeon to 
Guy’s Hospital. Second Edition. With 50 
illustrations. 2 vols., crown 8vo, 12s. 6d. 

“* Among the papers to which we desire to 
draw especial attention are those on digestion, 
respiration, alcohol, taking cold, ventilation, 
and training and gymnastics.” —Standard. 


HENRY S. KING & CO., 65 Cornhill, and 12 Paternoster Row. 


6 ADVERTISEMENTS. 


This day is published, 


THE MODERN WORLD. 


By J. A. G. BARTON. 
Crown octavo, pp. 320, price 6s, 


Lately published by the same Author, 
BENGAL; An Account of the Country from the Earliest Times. 
Crown 8vo, 5s. 


‘* A well-written account of an important portion of our Indian Empire.” — West- 
minster Review. 

‘* The author has supplied a want which many people in England must often have 
felt.” —IJndian Mail. 


THE ANCIENT WORLD. Crown 8vo, 6s. 


‘Mr Barton’s book is one of the best of the kind. He has contrived to con- 
dense into his various chapters a great amount of valuable information.” —British 
Quarterly Review. 

‘We know no work which, in the compass of some 340 small pages, gives so 
os a ge well-informed a critical narrative of prehistorical times as this.” —Daily 

eview, 

“Outside an Encyclopedia it would not be very easy to find a book presenting 
such a mass of information in so accessible and readable a form.”—Scotsman. 


THE POEMS OF CATULLUS, 


TRANSLATED INTO ENGLISH VERSE, WITH AN 
INTRODUCTION AND NOTES, 


By THEODORE MARTIN. 


Second Edition, Revised and Corrected, printed on papier vergé, 
Crown 8vo, 7s. 6d. 


Translations, &c., by THEODORE MARTIN. 


THE ODES, EPODES, AND SATIRES OF HORACE. Trans- 
lated bang we ysis Verse ; together with a Lire of Horace. Third Edition, 
post 8vo, 9s. 


GOETHE’S FAUST. Translated into English Verse. Second 
Edition, post 8vo, 6s. 


Also a Cheap Edition, 3s. 6d. 
THE VITA NUOVA OF DANTE, with Introduction and Notes. 


Second Edition, crown 8vo, 5s. 


ALADDIN. By Oehlenschlaeger. Crown 8vo, 5s. 
CORREGGIO. By the Same. 5s. 


KING RENE’S DAUGHTER. By Henrik Hertz. Second 
Edition. Fceap. 8vo, 2s. 6d. 


WILLIAM BLACKWOOD & SONS, EpryspureH anp LONDON, 


ADVERTISEMENTS. i 


MESSRS HATCHARD'S PUBLICATIONS. 


COMIC MILITARY SKETCHES, A to Z. 


BEING TWENTY-SIX NOTES ON A SOLDIER’S TRUMPET. 


By SURGEON-MAJOR SCANLAN. 
Small folio, with Twenty-seven beautifully coloured Plates, cloth, 15s. 


“¢ The cartoons are splendidly drawn, and the colouring is executed with due 
regard to the official ‘Dress Regulations for the Army.’ The album is a gem in 
its way.”—Army and Navy Gazette. 


**Some of his fancy portaits, indeed, exhibit a degree of artistic skill unusual in 


such works, and are, moreover, conceived in a spirit of pleasant and genuine hum- 
our.” — Times. 


LOUISA, QUEEN OF PRUSSIA: HER LIFE & TIMES. 


WITH AN INTRODUCTORY SKETCH OF PRUSSIAN HISTORY. 


By E. H. HUDSON, 
Author of ‘ Queen Bertha and Her Times,’ &c. 
Cheap and corrected edition, 2 vols. crown 8vo, cloth, 15s. 
‘¢ From its fine domestic tone and the nobility of its subject, it ought to become 


a common family and school-book in our country. No better present or prize- 
book could be named.”— British Quarterly Review. 


“‘We cordially recommend Miss Hudson’s ‘ Life and Times of Queen Louisa’ to 


the lovers of history and of biography. Young and old may read it with equal 
_ profit and pleasure.” —The Literary World. 


THE SHAKESPEARE BIRTHDAY BOOK. 


I. NEW DRAWING-ROOM EDITION. §&q. feap. 8vo. 
On special Writing Paper, with Blank Leaves for Autographs. With 14 Pho- 
tographs from Copyright Pictures, by arrangement with Mr Graves. 
Cloth elegant, 10s. 6d. ; and in leather from 13s. 6d. to £2, 2s. 
**One of the most elegant books for presentation we have seen.”—Figaro. 


2. POCKET EDITION. Royal 32mo. 17th Thousand. 


On special Writing Paper, with Blank Leaves for Autographs, 
Cloth 2s. ; gilt leaves, 2s. 6d. ; roan, 3s. 6d. and 4s. ; and in russia, 6s. to 2ls. 


It has been thought that it would be well to have a birthday book of a secular 
character, containing words worth remembering, and that from no fitter or wiser 
source could such be drawn than from the works of England’s greatest Poet. 


** At last we have found the right birthday book; this is a charming little 
volume, and beautifully printed.” —Stratford Herald. 


HATCHARDS, PuBLIsHERS, 187 PiccaADILLy, LONDON. 


8 ADVERTISEMENTS. 


W. C. BENNETT'S POEMS, NEW EDITIONS. 
A Library Edition, crown 8vo, Lilustrated, cloth, 6s., 


ABY MAY—HOME POEMS and BALLADS. People’s 


Edition, in two parts, paper covers, ls. each. 

“The love of children few poets of our day have expressed with so much naive fidelity as Dr 
Bennett.” —Examiner. 

‘* Those readers who do not as yet know ‘ Baby May’ should make her en forth- 
with ; those who have that pleasure already will find her in good company.”— rdian. 

‘** Many a tender thought and charming fancy find graceful utterance in his pages.” —Athen- 
cum. 

‘** Baby’s Shoes’ is worthy to rank with ‘ Baby May,’ which, from its completeness and 
finished charm as a picture of infancy, is one of the most exquisite among the whole of Dr Ben- 
nett’s productions.” —Daily Telegraph. 

**Some of his poems on children are among the most charming in the language, and are 
familiar in a thousand homes,”— Weekly Dispatch. 

** Of all writers, the one who has best understood, best painted, best felt infant nature, is 
Mr Bennett. We see at once that it is not only a charming and richly gifted poet who is de- 
scribing childish beauty, but a young father writing from his heart.”—Miss Mitford's Recollec- 
tions of a Literary Life. 


SON GS FOR SAILORS. Cloth gilt, Illustrated, 3s. 6d. ; 
paper, 1s, 

“Spirited, melodious, and vigorously graphic.”—Morning Post. ‘* Very spirited.” —Daily 
News. “ Really admirable.” —Pall Mail Gazette. “Right well done.”—J/lustrated Lon- 
don News, “*Sure of a wide popularity.”—Morning Advertiser. “Songs such as sailors 
most enjoy.”—Echo. 

‘‘Dr Bennett has devoted his lyrical powers to a noble object in this comprehensive yet inex- 
pensive work. This gem deserves to be patronised not only by our entire Royal Navy, but by 
all our sailors’ homes and all our Mercantile Marine Associations, It isa capital shilling’s worth.” 
—Liverpool Mail. ‘‘Dr Bennett is the most popular song-writer in England at the present 
time.” —Sunderland Times, 

‘* We may fairly say that Dr Bennett has taken up the mantle of Dibdin.”—Graphie. 


HENRY S. KING & CO., 65 CornHILL, and 12 PaTERNOSTER Row. 


REDUCTION IN PRIOR FROM FOURPENCE TO THREEPENCE. 
THE ACADEMY, 


A WEEKLY REVIEW OF LITERATURE, SCIENCE, AND ART. 


The price of the Academy from October 1869 to December 1873 was Sixpence, and was then 
reduced to Fourpence, at which it has remained during the eighteen months to June last. 
That measure has been attended with so much success in the extension of the circulation, that 
the Proprietors determined to take another step in the same direction, by still further reduc- 
ing the price to Threepence, 


A SPECIMEN NUMBER 
Sent to any part of the United Kingdom on receipt of Threepence Halfpenny, and to any other 
part of the World on receipt of Fourpence in English Postage Stamps. 


Published at the Offices, 48 WELLINGTON STREET, STRAND, W.C. 
To be had at all Railway Stations, and of all Newsvendors in Town and Country. 


TERMS OF SUBSCRIPTION. 


- Hacr- QuaR- 
| YEARLY. YEARLY.} TERLY,. 
Sie 

& 8 dl &e. 

If obtained of a Newsvendor or at a Railway Station, 0 13 0/] 0 6 

Including Postage to any part of the United Kingdom, 015 2] 0 7 
Including Postage to any part of France, Germany, : 

America, India, China, &e. &. . ; 4 oO RY USTo6 


PAYABLE IN ADVANCE. 
Post-Office Orders to be payable at Charing Cross Branch to C. E. APPLETON, 


ADVERTISEMENTS. 


CABINET EDITION OF MR DISRAELI’S LOTHAIR. 


Lately published, in crown 8vo, with Portrait, price 6s. 


LOTHATIR. 


By the Right Hon, BENJAMIN DISRAELI, M.P. 


Uniform Cabinet Editions, by the same Author :-— 
CONINGSBY, 6s. HENRIETTA TEMPLE, 6s. 
SYBIL, 6s. CONTARINI FLEMING, &c., 6s. 
TANCRED, 6s. ALROY AND IXION, 6s. 
VENETIA, 6s. THE YOUNG DUKE, &c., 6s. 

VIVIAN GREY, 6s. 


Lonpon: LONGMANS & CO. 


Amusing Books for the Country and Seaside, each Work a 
Single Volume, in large type, 


THE MODERN NOVELIST’S LIBRARY. 


Miz. MORI, a Tale of Modern Rome. 2s. boards; 2s. 6d. cloth. 
ATHERSTONE PRIORY. 2s. boards ; 2s. 6d. cloth. 
THE BURGOMASTER’S FAMILY, 2s. boards; 2s. 6d. cloth. 
MELVILLE’S GENERAL BOUNCE, 2s. boards ; 2s. 6d. cloth. 
GOOD FOR NOTHING, 2s. boards; 2s. 6d. cloth. 
———————. GLADIATORS, 2s. boards ; 2s. 6d. cloth. 
—_—__—__——— DIGBY GRAND, 2s. boards; 2s. 6d. cloth. 
——_——— KATE COVENTRY, 2s. boards ; 2s. 6d. cloth. 
————— QUEEN’S MARIES, 2s. boards; 2s. 6d. cloth. 
———_———— HOLMBY HOUSE, 2s. boards; 2s. 6d. cloth. . 

— INTERPRETER, 2s. boards ; 2s. 6d. cloth. 
TROLLOPE’S WARDEN, ls. 6d. boards ; 2s. cloth. 


BARCHESTER TOWERS, 2s. boards; 2s. 6d. cloth. 


BRAMLEY-MOORE’S SIX SISTERS OF THE VALLEYS. Price Qs. boards ; 
or 2s. 6d. cloth. 


Uniform with the above, 2s. 6d. boards ; 8s. 6d. cloth. 
TRENCH’S REALITIES OF IRISH LIFE. 


Lonpon : LONGMANS & CO. 


10 ADVERTISEMENTS. 


A New Edition, Revised and Enlarged. 


A MANUAL OF ZOOLOGY, 


_ For THE UsE oF StupEntTs. With a General Introduction on the Principles 
of Zoology. By HENRY ALLEYNE NICHOLSON, M.D., F.R.S.E., F.G.S., 
&c., Professor of Natural History in the University of St Andrews. Fourth 
Edition, revised and enlarged. Crown 8vo, pp. 732, with 300 Engravings on 
Wood, 12s. 6d. 


«Tt is the best manual of zoology yet published, not merely in England, but in 
Europe.” —Pall Mall Gazette. 


“« The best treatise on zoology in moderate compass that we posess.”—Lancet. 


A MANUAL OF PALZ ONTOLOGY, 


For THE USE OF StUDENTS. With a General Introduction on the Principles 
of Paleontology. By HENRY ALLEYNE NICHOLSON, M.D., F.R.S.E., 
F.G.S., &c., Professor of Natural History in the University of St Andrews. 
Crown 8vo, with upwards of 400 Engravings, 15s. 


** One of the best of guides to the principles of Palwontology and the study of 
organic remains.” —A thencewm. 


A MANUAL OF BOTANY, 


ANATOMICAL AND PHYSIOLOGICAL. For the Use of Students. By ROBERT 
BROWN, M.A., Ph.D., F.L.S., F.R.G.S., Lecturer on Botany in the School 
of Arts, Edinburgh, under the Science and Art Department of the Committee 
of the Privy Council on Education, &c. &c. Crown 8vo, with numerous Il- 
lustrations, 12s. 6d. 


New and greatly Improved Edition, 


MANUAL OF MODERN GEOGRAPHY, 


MATHEMATICAL, PHYSICAL, AND POLITICAL. By the Rev. ALEX. MACKAY, 
LL.D., F.R.G.S. A New Edition, showing the result of the Census of he 
British Empire for 1871. Crown 8vo, pp. 676, 7s. 6d. 


ECONOMIC GEOLOGY ; 


Or, GEOLOGY IN ITs RELATIONS TO THE ARTS AND MANUFACTURES. By 
DAVID PAGE, LL.D., F.G.S., &c., Professor of Geology in the Durham 
University College of Physical Science ; Author of Text-books on Geology and 
Physical Geography, &c. With Engravings and Coloured Map of the British 
Islands. Crown 8vo, 7s. 6d. 


WILLIAM BLACKWOOD & SONS, EpinpurcH anp Lonpox 
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SOLD BY CHEMISTS AND STATIONERS, 
PRICE SIXPENCE PER BOTTLE. 


JUDSON’S 
SIMPLE 
DYES. 


A sixpenny bottle of magenta or violet is enough to dye a child’s dress or twenty 
yards of bonnet ribbon in ten minutes, without soiling the hands. 


NAMES OF COLOURS. 


MAGENTA. Maroon. PINK. BLAcK. 

MAvuvE. BuFF. GREEN. LAVENDER. 

VIOLET. CERISE. CLARET. SLATE. 

PucE. SCARLET, Ruy. GREY. 

PURPLE. ORANGE. CRIMSON. PONCEAU. 

CANARY. BLvE. Brown. Linac. 
JUDSON’S DYES. 

TESTIMONIAL. 


Srr,—Your ‘‘ Simple Dyes for the People” only require a trial to be duly appre- 
ciated. Ihave used them for some length of time, and recommended them to 
many friends, who, with myself, find in them an item of the highest economy. 
Having been successful with the smaller articles, I tried the larger, and now dye 
all at home—viz., Curtains, Table-Covers, Dresses, &c.—with the most satisfactory 
results. W. Bz A. 

March 16, 1875. 


gp UDSON’S DYES.—24 Colours, 6d. each. 


RIBBONS, WOOL, SILK, FEATHERS, 
completely dyed in ten minutes without soiling the hands. 
Sold by Chemists and Stationers. 


J UDSON’S DYES.—Dyeing at Home. Judson’s simple Dyes 

are most useful and effectual. Ribbons, Silks, Feathers, Scarfs, Lace, Braid, 
Veils, Handkerchiefs, Clouds, Bernouses, Shetland Shawls, or any small article of 
dress, can easily be dyed in afew minutes, without soiling the hands, Violet, Ma- 
genta, Crimson, Mauve, Purple, Pink, &c. 


J UDSON’S DYES.—Photographic Paper Positives or Photo- 
prints should be dipped in hot water and then submitted to a hot bath of 
Judson’s Dyes. Beautiful effects are thus produced in Green, Pink, Brown, and 
ae poner colours.—Use Judson’s Dyes for general tinting! Dye your Carte de 
isite ! 


J UDSON’S DYES.—Ferns, Grasses, Flowers, and Seaweeds may 

be dyed most exquisite colours—Green, Crimson, Purple, &c. By simply dip- 
ping Mee in a water solution of Judson’s Dyes charming Bouquets may be com- 
posed. 


J UDSON’S DYES.—INK! INK! INK! A Sixpenny Bottle 
of Judson’s Dyes, Violet, Red, or Magenta, will make half a pint of brilliant 
Writing Ink in one minute by simply adding hot water. Elegant Ink for Ladies, 
See that you get JUDSON’S DYES. 


SOLD BY CHEMISTS AND STATIONERS. 
SIXPENCE PER BOTTLE. 


i 
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NINE EXHIBITION PRIZE MEDALS. 


FRY’S COCOA 


in 3-lb. and }-lb. packets, 
‘THE CARACAS COCOA specially recommended by the Manu- 


facturers is prepared from the celebrated Cocoa of Caracas, combined with 
other choice descriptions. Purchasers should ask specially for ‘‘ Fky’s CaRACAS 


Cocoa,” to distinguish it from other varieties. “* A most delicious and valuable 
article.” —Standard. 


FRY'S CHOCOLATE CREAMS are delicious sweetmeats. 


OSWEHGO PRHPARED CORN. 


HE Original and Genuine Preparation of Indian Corn, of which 
all Corn Flours are but Imitations. 
For Purity, for Nutritive Quality, for Agreeableness to the Pal- 
ate of Infants, and as an Article of Diet, the Genuine 
“OSWEGO PREPARED CORN” 
has no equal. 
Sold by all respectable Grocers and Italian Warehousemen, 


Ls 


£10—In return for a Ten-Pound Note, free & safe, per post, one of 


BENNETT'S LADY'S GOLD WATCHES. 


Perfect for time, beauty, and workmanship, with keyless action, air-tight, damp- 
tight, and dust-tight. 
BENNETT’S KEYLESS HALF-CHRONOMETERS, compensated for variations 
of temperature, adjusted in positions, with improved keyless action. 
In Gold, 80 to 40 guineas, In Silver, 16 to 25 guineas, 
GOLD CHAINS AT MANUFACTURERS’ PRICES. 


JOHN BENNETT, 64 and 65 Cheapside, London. 
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COUGHS, COLDS, ASTHMA, BRONCHITIS, 
FEVERS, AGUE, SPASMS, DIARRH@A, &c. 


DR J. COLLIS BROWNE'S CHLORODYNE. 


A FEW DOSES QUITE EFFECTUAL. 


AUTION.—The extraordinary medical reports on the efficacy of Chlorodyne 

render it of vital importance that the public should obtain the genuine, which 

bears the words, ‘‘Dr J. CoLLtis BROWNE’S CHLORODYNE,” on the Government 
Stamp. 


Vice-Chancellor Wood stated that Dr J. Cottis Browne was undoubtedly the inventor of 
Chlorodyne, that the whole story of the Defendant Freeman was deliberately untrue. 


From Dr B. J. Boutton & Co., Horncastle. 

««We have made pretty extensive use of Chlorodyne in our practice lately, and look upon it as 
an excellent direct Sedative and Anti-spasmodic. It seems to allay pain and irritation in what- 
ever organ, and from whatever cause. It induces a feeling of comfort and quietude not obtain- 
able by any other remedy, and it seems to possess this great advantage over all other Seda- 
tives, that it leaves no unpleasant after-effects.” 


From W, C. Wirxtnson, Esq., F.R.C.S., Spalding. 


-<*T consider it invaluable in Phthisis and Spasmodic Cough ; the benefit is very marked 
indeed.” 


/ 


Sold in Bottles, 1s. 13d., 2s. 9d., and 4s. 6d., by all Chemists. 
SOLE MANUFACTURER—J. T. DAVENPORT, 33 Great Russell Street, W.C. 


Pee ORCS SERIES 


JOSEPH GILLOTT’S 
STEEL PENS. 
Sold by all Dealers throughout the World. 


FIRE! FIRE!! FIRE!!! 
VOSE’S PATENT HYDROPULT, 


A PORTABLE FIRE ANNIHILATOR. 
Weighs but 8 lb., and will throw water 50 feet. 


LOYSEL'S PATENT HYDROSTATIC TEA AND COFFEE PERCOLATORS. 

These urns are elegant in form, are the most efficient ones yet introduced, and 
effect a saving of 50 percent. The ‘Times’ newspaper remarks: ‘‘ M. Loysel’s 
hydrostatic machine for making tea or coffee is justly considered as one of the 
most complete inventions of its kind.” 

Sold by all respectable Ironmongers. More than 200,000 now in use. 
Manufacturers — GRIFFITHS & BROWETT, Birmingham; 12 Moorgate 
Street, London; and 25 Boulevard Magenta, Paris. 
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WRITING PAPER 
AND ENVELOPES, 


Produced from pure 
unworn Irish 
Linen Cuttings. 


**A peculiarly substantial and elegant description of stationery, on which it is an absolute 
luxury to write.”—Daily Telegraph. ‘* Precisely the kind of surface which is so agreeable 
to the ready or unready writer.” —Morning Post. 

‘WATERMARK (as above) and ‘‘ Marcus Warp & Co.” in every octavo sheet. Watermark 
in the Second Quality, ‘‘ PurE Fuax.” Sample Packet of all Varieties, 6d., post free. 
Wholesale of the Manufacturers : 


MARCUS WARD & CO., London, and Royal Ulster Works, Belfast. 


FIVE PRIZE MEDALS AWARDED TO 


GOODALL'S HOUSEHOLD SPECIALITIES. 


A single trial solicited from those who have not yet tried these splendid preparations. 


GOODALL’S BAKING POWDER. 

PS a THE BEST IN THE WORLD. 

+BY * The cheapest because the best, and indispensable to every household, and an 
— * inestimable boon to housewives. Makes delicious Puddings without eggs, 
Pastry without butter, and beautiful light Bread without yeast. Sold by 
Grocers, Oilmen, Chemists, &c., in 1d. Packets ; 6d., 1s. 6d., and 2s, Tins. 


Prepared by GOODALL, BACKHOUSE, & CO., LEEDS. 


YORKSHIRE RELISH, 
THE MOST DELICIOUS SAUCE IN THE WORLD. 

This cheap and excellent Sauce makes the plainest viands palatable, and the 
daintiest dishes more delicious. To Chops and Steaks, Fish, &c., it isincom- 
parable. Sold by Grocers, Oilmen, Chemists, &c., in Bottles, 6d., 1s., and 2s. 
each, 


Prepared by GOODALL, BACKHOUSE, & CO., LEEDS, 


GOODALL’S QUININE WINE. 


The best, cheapest, and most agreeable tonic yet introduced. The best 
* remedy known for Indigestion, Loss of Appetite, General Debility, &c. Re- 
stores delicate invalids to health and vigour. Sold by Chemists, Grocers, &c., 
at ls., ls. 14d., 2s., and 2s. 3d. each Bottle. 


Prepared by GOODALL, BACKHOUSE, & CO., LEEDS. 


DR HASSALL’S FOOD FOR INFANTS, CHILDREN, AND INVALIDS. 


DR ARTHUR HILL HASSALL, M.D., the inventor, recommends this as the best and 
most nourishing of all Infants’ and Invalids’ Foods which have hitherto been brought before 
the public. It contains every requisite for the full and healthy support and development of the 
body, and is, to a considerable extent, self-digestive. Recommended by the ‘ Lancet,’ and 
Medical Faculty, &e. Sold by Druggists, Grocers, Oilmen, &e., &c., in Tins, 6d., 1s., 2s., 3s, 
6d., 6s., 15s., and 28s. each. A Treatise by Arthur Hill Hassall, M.D., London, the inventor, 
on the ‘ Alimentation of Infants, Children, and Invalids,’ sent Post Free on application to the 


Manufacturers, GOODALL, BACKHOUSE, & CO., LEEDS. 
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GRANT'S MORELLA CHERRY BRANDY, 


As SupPLieD TO HER MAJESTY AT ALL THE ROYAL PALAcns, 
, and to the Aristocracy and Gentry of the United Kingdom. The delicious product 
of the famed Kent Morellas. Supersedes Wine in many households. 
A most valuable Tonic. 
42s. net per Dozen, pre-paid. Carriage Free in England. 


GRANT'S MORELLA CHERRY BRANDY, 
‘<THE SPORTSMAN’S SPECIAL QUALITY.” 
50s. net per Dozen, pre-paid. Carriage Free in England. 

This quality, which, please observe, is not supplied unless distinctly and specially 
ordered, contains more Brandy and less Saccharine than the above “ Queen’s 
Quality, * and has been specially prepared for the Hunting Field, &c. Order 
through any Wine Merchant, or direct of 


T. GRANT, DISTILLERY, MAIDSTONE. 


FINEST OLD MARSALA WINE.— 


We beg to draw attention to our large 
and well-matured Stock of this Excellent and Moderate-priced 
Wine. 

The price at which we offer it is so reasonable, and the quality 
so fine, that we consider it THE BEST and most ECONOMICAL 
White Wine we know for DINNER and HOUSEHOLD USE. 


In Quarter Casks of 
s to 23 paltonas \ at 8s. 6d. per gallon, 


In Octaves of 14 
gallons, 


In Wickered Jars Jars charged extra, 
at 8s. 9d do 


Casks included. 
vat 88.94. do. 


of 4, 5, and 6 but allowed for 
gallons, when returned. 


SAMPLES SENT. 


Carriage paid to any Railway Station in England or Scotland, 
on receipt of remittance. 


JAMES SMITH & COMPANY, 


WINE MERCHANTS, 


LIVERPOOL, MANCHESTER, BIRMINGHAM 
Lord Street. 76 Market Street. 28 High Street. ; 
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None are genuine without the 
name of J. & J. CASH. 


CASH'S FRILLING. 


IMITATIONS ARE OFFERED, 


BUT 


EAOH OF THESE PATENT 


me he | TOWELS 

Leeda OR eer NG HAS A TAPE LABEL 
SS with the Name of the Firm, 
THE MOST DURABLE AND 


SATISFACTORY TRIMMING FOR 


Me pag. <-sgny ie 
LADIES’, CHILDREN’S, AND | A 


INFANTS’ WARDROBES. en ee 
SOLD BY DRAPERS EVERYWHERE. NONE ARE GENUINE WITHOUT. 
BEST FOOD AS SUPPLIED TO THE 


ROYAL NURSERIES, 
FOR AND CONTAINING THE 


HIGHEST AMOUNT OF NOURISHMENT 


In the MOST DIGESTIBLE and 
y, 

INFANTS, CONVENIENT FORM. 
SAVORY & MOORE, 
148 NEW BOND STREET, LONDON, anv att CHEMISTS 

BEST SOFT 6-CORD 
J & 5 C0 ATS’ SEWING COTTON. 

s a SUITABLE FOR 

ALL SEWING MACHINES. 


EXTRA GLACE COTTON. 
This Cotton being greatly improved in quality 
and finish, will be found unsurpassed for 


Machine or Haud Sewing. 


On Reels 100, 200, or 500 Yards. 


CROCHET OR TATTING 
COTTON. corny 


Unsurpassed in Quality. 
To be had of all Wholesale and Retail Drapers throughout the United Kingdom. 
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MEETING STREAMS. 


CHAPTER XI. 


The beginning of an acquaintance whether with persons or things is to 
get a definite outline for our ignorance. 


Mr GRANDCOURT’S wish to be introduced had 
no suddenness for Gwendolen; but when Lord 
Brackenshaw moved aside a little for the pre- 
figured stranger to come forward and she felt 
herself face to face with the real man, there was 
a little shock which flushed her cheeks and vex- 
atiously deepened with her consciousness of it. 
The shock came from the reversal of her expecta- 
tions: Grandcourt could hardly have been more 
unlike all her imaginary portraits of him. He was 
slightly taller than herself, and their eyes seemed 
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to be on a level; there was not the faintest smile 
on his face as he looked at her, not a trace of self- 
consciousness or anxiety in his bearing ; when he 
raised his hat he showed an extensive baldness 
surrounded with a mere fringe of reddish blond 
hair, but he also showed a perfect hand; the line 
of feature from brow to chin undisguised by beard 
was decidedly handsome, with only moderate de- 
partures from the perpendicular, and the slight 
whisker too was perpendicular. It was not pos- 
sible for a human aspect to be freer from grimace 
or solicitous wrigglings; also it was perhaps not 
possible for a breathing man wide awake to look 
less animated. The correct Englishman, drawing 
himself up from his bow into rigidity, assenting 
severely, and seeming to be in a state of internal 
drill, suggests a suppressed vivacity, and may be 
suspected of letting go with some violence when 
he is released from parade; but Grandcourt’s 
bearing had no rigidity, it inclined rather to the 
flaccid. His complexion had a faded fairness 
resembling that of an actress when bare of the 
artificial white and red ; his long narrow grey eyes 
expressed nothing but indifference. Attempts at 
description are stupid: who can all at once 
describe a human being? even when he is pre- 
sented to us we only begin that knowledge of his 


——————— 
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appearance which must be completed by innumer- 
able impressions under differing circumstances. 
We recognise the alphabet; we are not sure of 
the language. I am only mentioning the points 
that Gwendolen saw by the light of a prepared 
contrast in the first minutes of her meeting with 
Grandcourt : they were summed up in the words, 
“He is not ridiculous.” But forthwith Lord 
Brackenshaw was gone, and what is called con- 
versation had begun, the first and constant ele- 
ment in it being that Grandcourt looked at 
Gwendolen persistently with a slightly exploring 
gaze, but without change of expression, while 
she only occasionally looked at him with a flash 
of observation a little softened by coquetry. Also, 
after her answers there was a longer or shorter 
pause before he spoke again. 

“T used to think archery was a great bore,” 
Grandcourt began. He spoke with a fine accent, 
but with a certain broken drawl, as of a distin- 
guished personage with a distinguished cold on 
his chest. 

“ Are you converted to-day ?” said Gwendolen. 

(Pause, during which she imagined various 
degrees and modes of opinion about herself that 
might be entertained by Grandcourt.) 

“Yes, since I saw you shooting. In things of 
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this sort one generally sees people missing and 
simpering.” 

“TI suppose you are a first-rate shot with a rifle.” 

(Pause, during which Gwendolen, having taken 
a rapid observation of Grandcourt, made a brief 
graphic description of him to an indefinite hearer.) 

“T have left off shooting.” 

“Oh, then, you are a formidable person. People 
who have done things once and left them off make 
one feel very contemptible, as if one were using 
cast-off fashions. I hope you have not left off 
all follies, because I practise a great many.” 

(Pause, during which Gwendolen made several 
interpretations of her own speech.) 

“What do you call follies ?” 

“Well, in general, I think whatever is agreeable 
is called a folly. But you have not left off hunt- 
ing, I hear.” 

(Pause, wherein Gwendolen recalled what she 
had heard about Grandcourt’s position, and decided 
that he was the most aristocratic-looking man she 
had ever seen. ) 

“One must do something.” 

“ And do you care about the turf?—or is that 
among the things you have left off?” 

(Pause, during which Gwendolen thought that 
a man of extremely calm, cold manners might be 
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less disagreeable as a husband than other men, and 
not likely to interfere with his wife’s preferences.) 

“T run a horse now and then; but I don’t go in 
for the thing as some men do. Are you fond of 
horses ?” 

“Yes, indeed: I never like my life so well as 
when I am on horseback, having a great gallop. 
I think of nothing. I only feel myself strong and 
happy.” 

(Pause, wherein Gwendolen wondered whether 
Grandcourt would like what she said, but assured 
herself that she was not going to disguise her 
tastes.) 

“Do you like danger ?” 

“T don’t know. When I am on horseback I 
never think of danger. It seems to me that if I 
broke my bones I should not feel it. I should go 
at anything that came in my way.” 

(Pause, during which Gwendolen had run 
through a whole hunting season with two chosen 
hunters to ride at will.) 

“You would perhaps like tiger-hunting or pig- 
sticking. I saw some of that for a season or two 
in the East. Everything here is poor stuff after 
that.” 

“ You are fond of danger, then ?” 

(Pause, wherein Gwendolen speculated on the 
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probability that the men of coldest manners were 
the most adventurous, and felt the strength of her 
own insight, supposing the question had to be 
decided.) 

“One must have something or other. But one 
gets used to it.” 

“T begin to think I am very fortunate, because 
everything is new to me: it is only that I can’t 
get enough of it. I am not used to anything 
except being dull, which I should like to leave 
off as you have left off shooting.” 

(Pause, during which it occurred to Gwendolen 
that a man of cold and distinguished manners 
might possibly be a dull companion; but on the 
other hand she thought that most persons were 
dull, that she had not observed husbands to be 
companions—and that after all she was not going 
to accept Grandcourt.) 

“Why are you dull?” 

“This is a dreadful neighbourhood. There is 
nothing to be done in it. That is why I practised 
my archery.” 

(Pause, during which Gwendolen reflected that 
the life of an unmarried woman who could not go 
about and had no command of anything must 
necessarily be dull through all the degrees of 
comparison as time went on.) 
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“You have made yourself queen of it. I ima- 
gine you will carry the first prize.” 

“T don’t know that. I have great rivals. Did 
you not observe how well Miss Arrowpoint 
shot ?” 

(Pause, wherein Gwendolen was thinking that 
men had been known to choose some one else 
than the woman they most admired, and recalled 
several experiences of that kind in novels.) 

“Miss Arrowpoint? No—that is, yes.” 

“Shall we go now and hear what the scoring 
says? Every one is going to the other end now 
—shall we join them? I think my uncle is look- 
ing towards me. He perhaps wants me.” 

Gwendolen found a relief for herself by thus 
changing the situation: not that the téte-d-téte 
was quite disagreeable to her ; but while it lasted 
she apparently could not get rid of the unwonted 
flush in her cheeks and the sense of surprise 
which made her feel less mistress of herself than 
usual. And this Mr Grandcourt, who seemed 
to feel his own importance more than he did 
hers—a sort of unreasonableness few of us can 
tolerate—must not take for granted that he was 
of great moment to her, or that because others 
speculated on him as a desirable match she 
held herself altogether at his beck. How Grand- 
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court had filled up the pauses will be more evi- 
dent hereafter. 

“You have just missed the gold arrow, Gwen- 
dolen,” said Mr Gascoigne. “Miss Juliet Fenn 
scores eight above you.” 

“TI am very glad to hear it. I should have 
felt that I was making myself too disagreeable— 
taking the best of everything,” said Gwendolen, 
quite easily. 

It was impossible to be jealous of Juliet Fenn, 
a girl as middling as mid-day market in every- 
thing but her archery and her plainness, in which 
last she was noticeably like her father: underhung 
and with receding brow resembling that of the 
more intelligent fishes. (Surely, considering the 
importance which is given to such an accident in 
female offspring, marriageable men, or what the 
new English calls “intending bridegrooms,” should 
look at themselves dispassionately in the glass, 
since their: natural selection of a mate prettier 
than themselves is not certain to bar the effect of 
their own ugliness.) 

There was now a lively movement in the ming- 
ling groups, which carried the talk along with it. 
Every one spoke to every one else by turns, and 
Gwendolen, who chose to see what was going on 
around her now, observed that Grandcourt was 
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having Klesmer presented to him by some one 
unknown to her—a middle-aged man with dark 
full face and fat hands, who seemed to be on the 
easiest terms with both, and presently led the 
way in joining the Arrowpoints, whose acquaint- 
ance had already been made by both him and 
Grandcourt. Who this stranger was she did not 
care much to know; but she wished to observe 
what was Grandcourt’s manner towards others 
than herself. Precisely the same; except that 
he did not look much at Miss Arrowpoint, but 
rather at Klesmer, who was speaking with ani- 
mation — now stretching out his long fingers 
horizontally, now pointing downwards with his 
fore - finger, now folding his arms and tossing 
his mane, while he addressed himself first to 
one and then the other, including Grandcourt, 
who listened with an impassive face aud narrow 
eyes, his left fore-finger in his waistcoat-pocket, 
and his right slightly touching his thin whisker. 
“T wonder which style Miss Arrowpoint ad- 
mires most,” was a thought that glanced through 
Gwendolen’s mind while her eyes and lips 
gathered rather a mocking expression. But she 
would not indulge her sense of amusement by 
watching as if she were curious, and she gave all 
her animation to those immediately around her, 
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determined not to care whether Mr Grandcourt 
came near her again or not. 

He did come, however, and at a moment when 
he could propose to conduct Mrs Davilow to her 
carriage. “Shall we meet again in the ball-room ?” 
she said, as he raised his hat at parting. The 
“yes” in reply had the usual slight drawl and 
perfect gravity. 

“You were wrong for once, Gwendolen,” said 
Mrs Davilow during their few minutes’ drive to 
the castle. 

“Tn what, mamma?” 

“ About Mr Grandcourt’s appearance and man- 
ners. You can’t find anything ridiculous in him.” 

“T suppose I could if I tried, but I don’t want 
to do it,” said Gwendolen, rather pettishly; and 
her mamma was afraid to say more. 

It was the rule on these occasions for the ladies 
and gentlemen to dine apart, so that the dinner 
might make a time of comparative ease and rest 
for both. Indeed the gentlemen had a set of 
archery stories about the epicurism of the ladies, 
who had somehow been reported to show a revolt- 
ingly masculine judgment in venison, even asking 
for the fat—a proof of the frightful rate at which 
corruption might go on in women, but for severe 
social restraint. And every year the amiable 
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Lord Brackenshaw, who was something of a gour- 
met, mentioned Byron’s opinion that a woman 
should never be seen eating,—introducing it with 
a confidential—* The fact is”—as if he were for 
the first time admitting his concurrence in that 
sentiment of the refined poet. 

In the ladies’ dining-room it was evident that 
Gwendolen was not a general favourite with her 
own sex; there were no beginnings of intimacy 
between her and other girls, and in conversation 
they rather noticed what she said than spoke to 
her in free exchange. Perhaps it was that she 
was not much interested in them, and when left 
alone in their company had a sense of empty 
benches. Mrs Vulcany once remarked that Miss 
Harleth was too fond of the gentlemen; but 
we know that she was not in the least fond of 
them—she was only fond of their homage—and 
women did not give her homage. The exception 
to this willing aloofness from her was Miss Ar- 
rowpoint, who often managed unostentatiously 
to be by her side, and talked to her with quiet 
friendliness. 

“She knows, as I do, that our friends are ready 
to quarrel over a husband for us,” thought Gwen- 
dolen, “and she is determined not to enter into 
the quarrel.” 
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“T think Miss Arrowpoint has the best manners 
I ever saw,” said Mrs Davilow, when she and 
Gwendolen were in a dressing-room with Mrs 
Gascoigne and Anna, but at a distance where they 
eould have their talk apart. 

“T wish I were like her,” said Gwendolen. 

“Why? Are you getting discontented with 
yourself, Gwen?” 

“No; but I am discontented with things. She 
seems contented.” 

“JT am sure you ought to be satisfied to-day. 
You must have enjoyed the shooting. I saw you 
did.” 

“Oh, that is over now, and I don’t know what 
will come next,” said Gwendolen, stretching her- 
self with a sort of moan and throwing up her 
arms. They were bare now: it was the fashion to 
dance in the archery dress, throwing off the jacket; 
and the simplicity of her white cashmere with its 
border of pale green set off her form to the utmost. 
A thin line of gold round her neck, and the gold 
star on her breast, were her only ornaments. Her 
smooth soft hair piled up into a grand crown made 
a clear line about her brow. Sir Joshua would 
have been giad to take her portrait ; and he would 
have had an easier task than the historian at least 
in this, that he would not have had to represent 
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the truth of change—only to give stability to one 
beautiful moment. 

“The dancing will come next,’ said Mrs 
Davilow. “You are sure to enjoy that.” 

“T shall only dance in the quadrille. I told 
Mr Clintock so. I shall not waltz or polk with 
any one.” 

“Why in the world do you say that all on a 
sudden ?” 

“T can’t bear having ugly people so near me.” 

“Whom do you mean by ugly people?” 

“ Oh, plenty.” 

“Mr Clintock, for example, is not ugly.” Mrs 
Davilow dared not mention Grandcourt. 

“Well, I hate woollen cloth touching me.’ 

“Fancy !” said Mrs Davilow to her sister who 
now came up from the other end of the room. 
“ Gwendolen says she will not waltz or polk.” 

“She is rather given to whims, I think,” said 
Mrs Gascoigne, gravely. “It would be more be- 
coming in her to behave as other young ladies do 
on such an occasion as this; especially when she 
has had the advantage of first-rate dancing lessons.” 

“Why should I waltz if I don’t like it, aunt? 
It is not in the Catechism.” 

“My dear!” said Mrs Gascoigne, in a tone of 
severe check, and Anna looked frightened at 


. 208 DANIEL DERONDA. 


Gwendolen’s daring. But they all passed on with- 
out saying more. 

Apparently something had changed Gwendolen’s 
mood since the hour of exulting enjoyment in the 
archery-ground. But she did not look the worse 
under the chandeliers in the ball-room, where the 
soft splendour of the scene and the pleasant odours 
from the conservatory could not but be soothing 
to the temper, when accompanied with the con- 
sciousness of being pre-eminently sought for. 
Hardly a dancing man but was anxious to have 
her for a partner, and each whom she accepted 
was in a state of melancholy remonstrance that 
she would not waltz or polk. 

“ Are you under a vow, Miss Harleth ?”—“ Why 
are you so cruel to us all ?”——“ You waltzed with me 
in February.”—“And you who waltz so perfectly!” 
—were exclamations not without piquancy for her. 
The ladies who waltzed, naturally thought that 
Miss Harleth only wanted to make herself partic- 
ular; but her uncle when he overheard her refusal 
supported her by saying— 

“Gwendolen has usually good reasons.” He 
thought she was certainly more distinguished in 
not waltzing, and he wished her to be distinguished. 
The archery ball was intended to be kept at the 
subdued pitch that suited all dignities clerical 
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and secular: it was not an escapement for youth- 
ful high spirits, and he himself was of opinion 
that the fashionable dances were too much of a 
romp. 

Among the remonstrant dancing men, however, 
Mr Grandcourt was not numbered. After stand- 
ing up for a quadrille with Miss Arrowpoint, it 
seemed that he meant to ask for no other partner. 
Gwendolen observed him frequently with’ the 
Arrowpoints, but he never took an opportunity of 
approaching her. Mr Gascoigne was sometimes 
speaking to him; but Mr Gascoigne was every- 
where. It was in her mind now that she would 
probably after all not have the least trouble about 
him: perhaps he had looked at her without any 
particular admiration, and was too much used to 
everything in the world to think of her as more 
than one of the girls who were invited in that part 
of the country. Of course! It was ridiculous 
of elders to entertain notions about what a man 
would do, without having seen him even through 
a telescope. Probably he meant to marry Miss 
Arrowpoint. Whatever might come, she, Gwen- 
dolen, was not going to be disappointed: the 
affair was a joke whichever way it turned, for she 
had never committed herself even by a silent con- 
fidence in anything Mr Grandcourt would do. 

VOL. I. O 
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Still, she noticed that he did sometimes quietly 
and gradually change his position according to 
hers, so that he could see her whenever she was 
dancing, and if he did not admire her—so much 
the worse for him. 

This movement for the sake of being in sight of 
her was more direct than usual rather late in the 
evening, when Gwendolen had accepted Klesmer 
as a partner; and that wide-glancing personage, 
who saw everything and nothing by turns, said to 
her when they were walking, “ Mr Grandcourt isa 
man of taste. He likes to see you dancing.” 

“ Perhaps he likes to look at what is against his 
taste,” said Gwendolen, with a light laugh: she 
was quite courageous with Klesmer now. “He 
may be so tired of admiring that he likes disgust 
for a variety.” 

“ Those words are not suitable to your lips,” said 
Klesmer, quickly, with one of his grand frowns, 
while he shook his hand as if to banish the discor- 
dant sounds. 

“ Are you as critical of words as of music?” 

“Certainly Iam. I should require your words 
to be what your face and form are—always among 
the meanings of a noble music.” 

“That is a compliment as well as a correction. 
I am obliged for both. But do you know I am 
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bold enough to wish to correct you, and require 
you to understand a joke ?” 

“One may understand jokes without liking 
them,” said the terrible Klesmer. “I have had 
opera books sent me full of jokes; it was just 
because I understood them that I did not like 
them. The comic people are ready to challenge 
a man because he looks grave. ‘You don’t see 
the witticism, sir?’ ‘No, sir, but I see what you 
meant.’ Then I am what we call ticketed as a 
fellow without esprit. But in fact, ” said Klesmer, 
suddenly dropping from his quick narrative to a 
reflective tone, with an impressive frown, “I am 
very sensible to wit and humour.” 

“T am glad you tell me that,” said Gwendolen, 
not without some wickedness of intention. But 
Klesmer’s thoughts had flown off on the wings of 
his own statement, as their habit was, and she had 
the wickedness all to herself. “Pray, who is that 
standing near the card-room door?” she went on, 
seeing there the same stranger with whom Klesmer 
had been in animated talk on the archery-ground. 
“ He is a friend of yours, I think.” 

“No, no; an amateur I have seen in town: 
Lush, a Mr Lush—too fond of Meyerbeer and 
Scribe—too fond of the mechanical-dramatic.” 

“Thanks. I wanted to know whether you 
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thought his face and form required that his words 
should be among the meanings of noble music?” 
Klesmer was conquered, and flashed at her a 
delightful smile which made them quite friendly 
until she begged to be deposited by the side of 
her mamma. 

Three minutes afterwards her preparation for 
Grandcourt’s indifference were all cancelled. 
Turning her head after some remark to her 
mother, she found that he had made his way up 
to her. 

“May I ask if you are tired of dancing, Miss 
Harleth?” he began, looking down with his for- 
mer unperturbed expression. 

“Not in the least.” 

“Will you do me the honour—the next—or 
another quadrille ?” 

“T should have been very happy,” said Gwen- 
dolen, looking at her card, “but I am engaged for 
the next to Mr Clintock—and indeed I perceive 
that I am doomed for every quadrille: I have not 
one to dispose of.’ She was not sorry to punish 
Mr Grandcourt’s tardiness, yet at the same time 
she would have liked to dance with him. She 
gave him a charming smile as she looked up to 
deliver her answer, and he stood still looking 
down at her with no smile at all. 
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“JT am unfortunate in being too late,” he said, 
after a moment’s pause. 

“Tt seemed to me that you did not care for 
dancing,” said Gwendolen. “I thought it might 
be one of the things you had left off.” 

“Yes, but I have not begun to dance with you,” 
said Grandcourt. Always there was the same 
pause before he took up his cue. “You make 
dancing a new thing—as you make archery.” 

“Ts novelty always agreeable ?” 

“No, no—not always.” 

“Then I don’t know whether to feel flattered 
or not. When you had once danced with me 
there would be no more novelty in it.” 

“On the contrary. There would probably be 
much more.” 

“That is deep. I don’t understand.” 

“Ts it difficult to make Miss Harleth understand 
her power?” Here Grandcourt had turned to 
Mrs Davilow, who, smiling gently at her daughter, 
said— . 

“T think she does not generally strike people 
as slow to understand.” 

“ Mamma,” said Gwendolen, in a deprecating 
tone, “I am adorably stupid, and want everything 
explained to me—when the meaning is pleasant.” 

“Tf you are stupid, I admit that stupidity is 
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adorable,” returned Grandcourt, after the usual 
pause, and without change of tone. But clearly 
he knew what to say. 

“T begin to think that my cavalier has forgotten 
me,’ Gwendolen observed after a little while. “I 
see the quadrille is being formed.” 

“He deserves to be renounced,” said Grandcourt. 

“T think he is very pardonable,” said Gwen- 
dolen. 

“There must have been some misunderstand- 
ing,” said Mrs Davilow. “Mr Clintock was too 
anxious about the engagement to have forgotten 
it.” 

But now Lady Brackenshaw came up and said, 
“Miss Harleth, Mr Clintock has charged me to 
express to you his deep regret that he was obliged 
to leave without having the pleasure of dancing 
with you again. An express came from his 
father the archdeacon: something important: he 
was obliged to go. He was aw désespoir.” 

“Oh, he was very good to remember the engage- 
ment under the circumstances,” said Gwendolen. 
“T am sorry he was called away.” It was easy to 
be politely sorrowful on so felicitous an occasion. 

“Then I can profit by Mr Clintock’s misfor- 
tune?” said Grandcourt. ‘May I hope that you 
will let me take his place?” 
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“T shall be very happy to dance the next 
quadrille with you.” 

The appropriateness of the event seemed an 
augury, and as Gwendolen stood up for the quad- 
rille with Grandcourt, there was a revival in her 
of the exultation—the sense of carrying every- 
thing before her, which she had felt earlier in 
the day. No man could have walked through 
the quadrille with more irreproachable ease than 
Grandcourt; and the absence of all eagerness 
in his attention to her suited his partner’s taste. 
She was now convinced that he meant to dis- 
tinguish her, to mark his admiration of her in a 
noticeable way; and it began to appear probable 
that she would have it in her power to reject 
him, whence there was a pleasure in reckoning up 
the advantages which would make her rejection 
splendid, and in giving Mr Grandcourt his utmost 
value. It was also agreeable to divine that his 
exclusive selection of her to dance with, from 
among all the unmarried ladies present, would 
attract observation; though she studiously avoided 
seeing this, and at the end of the quadrille walked - 
away on Grandcourt’s arm as if she had been one 
of the shortest sighted instead of the longest and 
widest sighted of mortals. They encountered Miss 
Arrowpoint, who was standing with Lady Bracken- 
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shaw and a group of gentlemen. The heiress 
looked at Gwendolen invitingly and said, “I hope 
you will vote with us, Miss Harleth, and Mr 
Grandcourt too, though he is not an archer.” 
Gwendolen and Grandcourt paused to join the 
group, and found that the voting turned on the 
project of a picnic archery meeting to be held in 
Cardell Chase, where the evening entertainment 
would be more poetic than a ball under chandeliers 
—a feast of sunset lights along the glades and 
through the branches and over the solemn tree- 
tops. 
Gwendolen thought the scheme delightful — 
equal to playing Robin Hood and Maid Marian ; 
and Mr Grandcourt, when appealed to a second 
time, said it was a thing to be done; whereupon 
Mr Lush, who stood behind Lady Brackenshaw’s 
elbow, drew Gwendolen’s notice by saying, with 
a familiar look and tone, to Grandcourt, “ Diplow 
would be a good place for the meeting, and more 
convenient: there’s a fine bit between the oaks 
towards the north gate.” 

Impossible to look more unconscious of being 
addressed than Grandcourt; but Gwendolen took 
a new survey of the speaker, deciding, first, that he 
must be on terms of intimacy with the tenant of 
Diplow, and, secondly, that she would never, if she 
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could help it, let him come within a yard of her. 
She was subject to physical antipathies, and Mr 
Lush’s prominent eyes, fat though not clumsy 
figure, and strong black grey-besprinkled hair of 
frizzy thickness, which, with the rest of his pros- 
perous person, was enviable to many, created one 
of the strongest of her antipathies. To be safe 
from his looking at her, she murmured to Grand- 
court, “I should like to continue walking.” 

He obeyed immediately ; but when they were 
thus away from any audience, he spoke no word 
for several minutes, and she, out of a half-amused, 
half-serious inclination for experiment, would not 
speak first. They turned into the large con- 
servatory, beautifully lit up with Chinese lamps. 
The other couples there were at a distance which 
would not have interfered with any dialogue, but 
still they walked in silence until they had reached 
the farther end where there was a flush of pink 
fight, and the second wide opening into the ball- 
room. Grandcourt, when they had half turned 
round, paused and said languidly— 

“Do you like this kind of thing ?” 
If the situation had been described to Gwen- 
dolen half an hour before, she would have laughed 
heartily at it, and could only have imagined her- 
self returning a playful, satirical answer. But for 
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some mysterious reason—it was a mystery of 
which she had a faint wondering consciousness— 
she dared not be satirical: she had begun to feel 
a wand over her that made her afraid of offending 
Grandcourt. 

“Yes,” she said, quietly, without considering 
what “kind of thing” was meant—whether the 
flowers, the scents, the ball in general, or this epi- 
sode of walking with Mr Grandcourt in particular. 
And they returned along the conservatory without 
farther interpretation. She then proposed to go 
and sit down in her old place, and they walked 
among scattered couples preparing for the waltz 
to the spot where Mrs Davilow had been seated 
all the evening. As they approached it her seat 
was vacant, but she was coming towards it again, 
and, to Gwendolen’s shuddering annoyance, with 
Mr Lush at her elbow. There was no avoiding 
the confrontation: her mamma came close to her 
before they had reached the seats, and, after a 
quiet greeting smile, said innocently, “ Gwendolen, 
dear, let me present Mr Lush to you.” Having 
just made the acquaintance of this personage, 
as an intimate and constant companion of Mr 
Grandcourt’s, Mrs Davilow imagined it altogether 
desirable that her daughter also should make the 
acquaintance, 
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It was hardly a bow that Gwendolen gave— 
rather, it was the slightest forward sweep of the 
head away from the physiognomy that inclined 
itself towards her, and she immediately moved 
towards her seat, saying, “I want to put on my 
burnous.” No sooner had she reached it, than 
Mr Lush was there, and had the burnous in his 
hand: to annoy this supercilious young lady, he 
would incur the offence of forestalling Grand- 
court; and, holding up the garment close to 
Gwendolen, he said, “Pray, permit me?” But 
she, wheeling away from him as if he had been 
a muddy hound, glided on to the ottoman, saying, 
“ No, thank you.” 

A man who forgave this would have much 
Christian feeling, supposing he had intended to be 
agreeable to the young lady ; but before he seized 
the burnous Mr Lush had ceased to have that 
intention. Grandcourt quietly took the drapery 
from him, and Mr Lush, with a slight bow, moved 
away. 

“You had perhaps better put it on,” said Mr 
Grandcourt, looking down on her without change 
of expression. 

“Thanks; perhaps it would be wise,” said 
Gwendolen, rising, and submitting very gracefully 
to take the burnous on her shoulders. 
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After that, Mr Grandcourt exchanged a few 
polite speeches with Mrs Davilow, and, in taking 
leave, asked permission to call at Offendene the 
next day. He was evidently not offended by the 
insult directed towards his friend. Certainly, 
Gwendolen’s refusal of the burnous from Mr Lush 
was open to the interpretation that she wished to 
receive it from Mr Grandcourt. But she, poor 
child, had had no design in this action, and was 
simply following her antipathy and inclination, 
confiding in them as she did in the more reflective 
judgments into which they entered as sap into 
leafage. Gwendolen had no sense that these men 
were dark enigmas to her, or that she needed any 
help in drawing conclusions about them— Mr 
Grandcourt at least. The chief question was, how 
far his character and ways might answer her 
wishes ; and unless she were satisfied about that, 
she had said to herself that she would not accept 
his offer. 


Could there be a slenderer, more insignificant 
thread in human history than this consciousness 
of a girl, busy with her small inferences of the 
way in which she could make her life pleasant? 
—in a time, too, when ideas were with fresh vig- 
our making armies of themselves, and the uni- 
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versal kinship was declaring itself fiercely: when 
women on the other side of the world would not 
mourn for the husbands and sons who died bravely 
in a common cause, and men stinted of bread on 
our side of the world heard of that willing loss 
and were patient: a time when the soul of man 
was waking to pulses which had for centuries 
been beating in him unheard, until their full sum 
made a new life of terror or of joy. 

What in the midst of that mighty drama are 
girls and their blind visions? They are the Yea 
or Nay of that good for which men are endur- 
ing and fighting. In these delicate vessels is 
horne onward through the ages the treasure of 
human affections. 
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CHAPTER XII. 


“‘O gentlemen, the time of life is short ; 
To spend that shortness basely were too long, 
If life did ride upon a dial’s point, 
Still ending at the arrival of an hour.” 
—SHAKESPEARE: Henry IV. 


On the second day after the Archery Meeting, Mr 
Henleigh Mallinger Grandcourt was at his break- 
fast-table with Mr Lush. Everything around 
them was agreeable: the summer air through the 
open windows, at which the dogs could walk in 
from the old green turf on the lawn; the soft, 
purplish colouring of the park beyond, stretching 
towards a mass of bordering wood ; the still life 
in the room, which seemed the stiller for its sober 
antiquated elegance, as if it kept a conscious, well- 
bred silence, unlike the restlessness of vulgar 
furniture. 

Whether the gentlemen were agreeable to each 
other was less evident. Mr Grandcourt had 
drawn his chair aside so as to face the lawn, 
and, with his left leg over another chair, and his 
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right elbow on the table, was smoking a large 
cigar, while his companion was still eating. The 
dogs—half-a-dozen of various kinds were moving 
lazily in and out, or taking attitudes of brief 
attention—gave a vacillating preference first to 
one gentleman, then to the other; being dogs in 
such good circumstances that they could play at 
hunger, and liked to be served with delicacies 
which they declined to put into their mouths; 
all except Fetch, the beautiful liver - coloured 
water-spaniel, which sat with its fore-paws firmly 
planted and its expressive brown face turned 
upward, watching Grandcourt with unshaken 
constancy. He held in his lap a tiny Maltese 
dog with a tiny silver collar and. bell, and when 
he had a hand unused by cigar or coffee-cup, it 
rested on this small parcel of animal warmth. I 
fear that Fetch was jealous, and wounded that 
her master gave her no word or look; at last it 
seemed that she could bear this neglect no longer, 
and she gently put her large silky paw on her 
master’s leg. Grandcourt looked at her with 
unchanged face for half a minute, and then took 
the trouble to lay down his cigar while he lifted 
the unimpassioned Fluff close to his chin and 
gave it caressing pats, all the while gravely watch- 
ing Fetch, who, poor thing, whimpered interrupt- 
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edly, as if trying to repress that sign of discontent, 
and at last rested her head beside the appealing 
paw, looking up with piteous beseeching. So, at 
least, a lover of dogs must have interpreted Fetch, 
and. Grandcourt kept so many dogs that he was 
reputed to love them; at any rate, his impulse to 
act just in this way started from such an inter- 
pretation. But when the amusing anguish burst 
forth in a howling bark, Grandcourt pushed Fetch 
down without speaking, and, depositing Fluff 
carelessly on the table (where his black nose pre- 
dominated over a salt-cellar), began to look to his 
cigar, and found, with some annoyance against 
Fetch as the cause, that the brute of a cigar 
required relighting. Fetch, having begun to wail, 
found, like others of her sex, that it was not easy 
to leave off ; indeed, the second howl was a louder 
one, and the third was like unto it. 

“Turn out that brute, will you?” said Grand- 
court to Lush, without raising his voice or look- 
ing at him—as if he counted on attention to the 
smallest sign. 

And Lush immediately rose, lifted Fetch, though 
she was rather heavy and he was not fond of 
stooping, and carried her out, disposing of her 
in some way that took him a couple of minutes 
before he returned. He then lit a cigar, placed 
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himself at an angle where he could see Grand- 
court’s face without turning, and presently said— 

“Shall you ride or drive to Quetcham to-day?” 

“T am not going to Quetcham.” 

“ You did not go yesterday.” 

Grandcourt smoked in silence for half a minute 
and then said— 

“T suppose you sent my card and inquiries.” 

“T went myself at four, and said you were 
sure to be there shortly. They would suppose 
some accident prevented you from fulfilling the 
intention. Especially if you go to-day.” 

Silence for a couple of minutes. Then Grand- 
court said, “ What men are invited here with their 
wives?” 

Lush drew out a note-book. “The Captain and 
Mrs Torrington come next week. Then there are 
Mr Hollis, and Lady Flora, and the Cushats, and 
the Gogoffs.” 

“Rather a ragged lot,’ remarked Grandcourt 
after a while. “Why did you ask the Gogoffs ? 
When you write invitations in my name, be good 
enough to give me a list, instead of bringing down 
a giantess on me without my knowledge. She 
spoils the look of the room.” 

“You invited the Gogoffs yourself, when you 
met them in Paris.” 

VOL. I. Pp 
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“What has my meeting them in Paris to do 
with it? I told you to give me a list.” 

Grandcourt, like many others, had two remark- 
ably different voices. Hitherto we have heard 
him speaking in a superficial interrupted drawl 
suggestive chiefly of languor and ennwi. But this 
last brief speech was uttered in subdued, inward, 
yet distinct tones, which Lush had long been 
used to recognise as the expression of a peremp- 
tory will. 

“ Are there any other couples you would like 
to invite ?” 

“Yes; think of some decent people, with a 
daughter or two. And one of your damned musi- 
cians. But not a comic fellow.” 

“T wonder if Klesmer would consent to come 
to us when he leaves Quetcham. Nothing but 
first-rate music will go down with Miss Arrow- 
point.” 

Lush spoke carelessly, but he was really seiz- 
ing an opportunity and fixing an observant look 
on Grandcourt, who now for the first time turned 
his eyes towards his companion, but slowly, and 
without speaking until he had given two long 
luxurious puffs, when he said, perhaps in a lower 
tone than ever, but with a perceptible edge of 
contempt— 
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“What in the name of nonsense have I to do 
with Miss Arrowpoint and her music ?” 

“Well, something,” said Lush, jocosely. “You 
need not give yourself much trouble, perhaps. 
But some forms must be gone through before a 
man can marry a million.” 

“Very likely. But I am not going to marry 
a million.” 

“That’s a pity—to fling away an opportunity 
of this sort, and knock down your own plans.” 

“ Your plans, I suppose you mean.” 

“You have some debts, you know, and things 
may turn out inconveniently after all. The heir- 
ship is not absolutely certain.” 

Grandcourt did not answer and Lush went on. 

“Tt really is a fine opportunity. The father 
and mother ask for nothing better, I can see, and 
the daughter’s looks and manners require no al- 
lowances, any more than if she hadn’t a sixpence. 
She is not beautiful; but equal to carrying any 
rank. And she is not likely to refuse such pyro- 
spects as you can offer her.” 

“Perhaps not.” 

“The father and mother would let you do any- 
thing you liked with them.” 

“But I should not like to do anything with 
them.” 
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Here it was Lush who made a little pause 
before speaking again, and then he said in a deep 
voice of remonstrance, “ Good God, Grandcourt ! 
after your experience, will you let a whim inter- 
fere with your comfortable settlement in life ?” 

“Spare your oratory. I know what I am go- 
ing to do.” 

“What?” Lush put down his cigar and thrust 
his hands into his side pockets, as if he had to 
face something exasperating, but meant to keep 
his temper. 

“T am going to marry the other girl.” 

“Have you fallen in love?” This question 
carried a strong sneer. ' 

“T am going to marry her.” 

“You have made her an offer already, then ?” 

“No” 

“She is a young lady with a will of her own, 
I fancy. Extremely well fitted to make a rumpus. 
She would know what she liked.” 

“She doesn’t like you,” said Grandcourt, with 
the ghost of a smile. 

“ Perfectly true,’ said Lush, adding again in a 
markedly sneering tone, “ However, if you and 
she are devoted to each other, that will be 
enough.” 

Grandcourt took no notice of this speech, but 
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sipped his coffee, rose, and strolled out on the 
lawn, all the dogs following him. 

Lush glanced after him a moment, then resumed 
his cigar and lit it, but smoked slowly, consulting 
his beard with inspecting eyes and fingers, till he 
finally stroked it with an air of having arrived at 
some conclusion, and. said, in a subdued voice— 

“ Check, old boy!” 

Lush, being a man of some ability, had not 
known Grandcourt for fifteen years without learn- 
ing what sort of measures were useless with him, 
though what sort might be useful remained often 
dubious. In the beginning of his career he held 
a fellowship, and was near taking orders for the 
sake of a college living, but not being fond of 
that prospect accepted instead the office of travel- 
ling companion to a marquess, and afterwards to 
young Grandcourt, who had lost his father early, 
and who found Lush so convenient that he had 
allowed him to become prime minister in all his 
more personal affairs. The habit of fifteen years 
had made Grandcourt more and more in need of 
Lush’s handiness, and Lush more and more in 
need of the lazy luxury to which his transactions 
on behalf of Grandcourt made no interruption 
worth reckoning. I cannot say that the same 
lengthened habit had intensified Grandcourt’s 
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want of respect for his companion since that want 
had been absolute from the beginning, but it had 
confirmed his sense that he might kick Lush if 
he chose—only he never did choose to kick any 
animal, because the act of kicking is a com- 
promising attitude, and a gentleman’s dogs should 
be kicked for him. He only said things which 
might have exposed himself to be kicked if his 
confidant had been a man of independent spirit. 
But what son of a vicar who has stinted his wife 
and daughters of calico in order to send his male 
offspring to Oxford, can keep an independent 
spirit when he is bent on dining with high dis- 
crimination, riding good horses, living generally 
in the most luxuriant honey-blossomed clover— 
and all without working? Mr Lush had passed 
for a scholar once, and had still a sense of scholar- 
ship when he was not trying to remember much 
of it; but the bachelors’ and other arts which 
soften manners are a time-honoured preparation 
for sinecures; and Lush’s present comfortable 
provision was as good as a sinecure in not requir- 
ing more than the odour of departed learning. 
He was not unconscious of being held kickable, 
but he preferred counting that estimate among 
the peculiarities of Grandcourt’s character, which 
made one of his incalculable moods or judgments 
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as good as another. Since in his own opinion he 
had never done a bad action, it did not seem 
necessary to consider whether he should be likely 
to commit one if his love of ease required it. 
Lush’s love of ease was well satisfied at present, 
and if his puddings were rolled towards him in 
the dust, he took the inside bits and found them 
relishing. 

This morning, for example, though he had 
encountered more annoyance than usual, he went 
to his private sitting-room and played a good hour 
on the violoncello, 
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CHAPTER XIIL 


‘* Philistia, be thou glad of me!” 


GRANDCOURT having made up his mind to marry 
Miss Harleth showed a power of adapting means 
to ends. During the next fortnight there was 
hardly a day on which by some arrangement or 
other he did not see her, or prove by emphatic 
attentions that she occupied his thoughts. His 
cousin Mrs Torrington was now doing the honours 
of his house, so that Mrs Davilow and Gwendolen 
could be invited to a large party at Diplow in 
which there were many witnesses how the host 
distinguished the dowerless beauty, and showed 
no solicitude about the heiress. The world—I 
mean Mr Gascoigne and all the families worth 
speaking of within visiting distance of Pennicote 
—felt an assurance on the subject which in the 
Rector’s mind converted itself into a resolution to 
do his duty by his niece and see that the settle- 
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ments were adequate. Indeed, the wonder to him 
and Mrs Davilow was that the offer for which so 
many suitable occasions presented themselves had 
not been already made ; and in this wonder Grand- 
court himself was not without a share. When he 
had told his resolution to Lush he had thought 
that the affair would be concluded more quickly, 
and to his own surprise he had repeatedly prom- 
ised himself in a morning that he would to-day 
give Gwendolen the opportunity of accepting him, 
and had found in the evening that the necessary 
formality was still unaccomplished. This remark- 
able fact served to heighten his determination on 
another day. He had never admitted to himself 
that Gwendolen might refuse him, but—heaven 
help us all!—we are often unable to act on our 
certainties ; our objection to a contrary issue (were 
it possible) is so strong that it rises like a spectral 
illusion between us and our certainty: we are 
rationally sure that the blind-worm cannot bite 
us mortally, but it would be so intolerable to be 
bitten, and the creature has a biting look — we 
decline to handle it. 

He had asked leave to have a beautiful horse of 
his brought for Gwendolen to ride. Mrs Davilow 
was to accompany her in the carriage, and they 
were to go to Diplow to lunch, Grandcourt con- 


234 DANIEL DERONDA. 


ducting them. It was a fine mid-harvest time, 
not too warm for a noon-day ride of five miles to 
be delightful: the poppies glowed on the borders 
of the fields, there was enough breeze to move 
gently like a social spirit among the ears of uncut 
corn, and to wing the shadow of a cloud across 
the soft grey downs ; here the sheaves were stand- 
ing, there the horses were straining their muscles 
under the last load from a wide space of stubble, 
but everywhere the green pastures made a broader 
setting for the corn-fields, and the cattle took their 
rest under wide branches. The road lay through 
a bit of country where the dairy-farms looked 
much as they did in the days of our forefathers 
—where peace and permanence seemed to find a 
home away from the busy change that sent the 
railway train flying in the distance. 

But the spirit of peace and permanence did not 
penetrate poor Mrs Davilow’s mind so as to over- 
come her habit of uneasy foreboding. Gwendolen 
and Grandcourt cantering in front of her, and then 
slackening their pace to a conversational walk 
till the carriage came up with them again, made 
a gratifying sight; but it served chiefly to keep 
up the conflict of hopes and fears about her 
daughter’s lot. Here was an irresistible oppor- 
tunity for a lover to speak and put an end to all 
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uncertainties, and Mrs Davilow could only hope 
with trembling that Gwendolen’s decision would 
be favourable. Certainly if Rex’s love had been 
repugnant to her, Mr Grandcourt had the advan- 
tage of being in complete contrast with Rex; and 
that he had produced some quite novel impression 
on her seemed evident in her marked abstinence 
from satirical observations, nay, her total silence 
about his characteristics, a silence which Mrs 
Davilow did not dare to break. “Is he a man 
she would be happy with ?”—was a question that 
inevitably arose in the mother’s mind. “ Well, 
perhaps as happy as she would be with any one 
else—or as most other women are”— was the 
answer with which she tried to quiet herself; for 
she could not imagine Gwendolen under the in- 
fluence of any feeling which would make her 
satisfied in what we traditionally call “mean 
circumstances.” 

Grandcourt’s own thought was looking in the 
same direction: he wanted to have done with 
the uncertainty that belonged to his not having 
spoken. As to any further uncertainty—well, it 
was something without any reasonable basis, some 
quality in the air which acted as an irritant to 
his wishes. 

Gwendolen enjoyed the riding, but her pleasure 
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did not break forth in girlish unpremeditated chat 
and laughter as it did on that morning with Rex. 
She spoke a little, and even laughed, but with a 
lightness as of a far-off echo: for her too there was 
some peculiar quality in the air—not, she was 
sure, any subjugation of her will by Mr Grand- 
court, and the splendid prospects he meant to offer 
her ; for Gwendolen desired every one, that dig- 
nified gentleman himself included, to understand 
that she was going to do just as she liked, and 
that they had better not calculate on her pleasing 
them. If she chose to take this husband, she 
would have him know that she was not going to 
renounce her freedom, or according to her favourite 
formula, “not going to do as other women did.” 
Grandcourt’s speeches this morning were, as 


usual, all of that brief sort which never fails to_ 


make a conversational figure when the speaker is 
held important in his circle. Stopping so soon, 
they give signs of a suppressed and formidable 
ability to say more, and have also the meritorious 
quality of allowing lengthiness to others. 

“ How do you like Criterion’s paces?” he said, 
after they had entered the park and were slacken- 
ing from a canter to a walk. 

“He is delightful to ride. I should like to 
have a leap with him, if it would not frighten 
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mamma. There was a good wide channel we 
passed five minutes ago. I should like to have a 
gallop back and take it.” 

“ Pray do. We can take it together.” 

“No, thanks. Mamma is so timid—if she saw 
me it might make: her ill.” 

“Let me go and explain. Criterion would take 
it without fail.” 

“ No—indeed—you are very kind—but it would 
alarm her too much. I dare take any leap when 
she is not by; but I do it, and don’t tell her 
about it.” 

“We can let the carriage pass, and then set 
off.” 

“No, no, pray don’t think of it any more; I 
spoke quite randomly,” said Gwendolen; she be- 
gan to feel a new objection to carrying out her 
own proposition. 

“But Mrs Davilow knows I shall take care of 
you.” 

“Yes, but she would think of you as having to 
take care of my broken neck.” 

There was a considerable pause before Grand- 
court said, looking towards her, “I should like to 
have the right always to take care of you.” 

Gwendolen did not turn her eyes on him: it 
seemed to her a long while that she was first 
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blushing, and then turning pale, but to Grand- 
court’s rate of judgment she answered soon enough, 
with the lightest flute-tone and a careless move- 
ment of the head, “ Oh, Il am not sure that I want 
to be taken care of: if I chose to risk breaking 
my neck, I should like to be at liberty to do it.” 

She checked her horse as she spoke, and turned 
in her saddle, looking towards the advancing car- 
riage. Her eyes swept across Grandcourt as she 
made this movement, but there was no language 
in them to correct the carelessness of her reply. 
At that very moment she was aware that she was 
risking something — not her neck, but the pos- 
sibility of finally checking Grandcourt’s advances, 
and she did not feel contented with the possi- 
bility. 

“Damn her!” thought Grandcourt, as he too 
checked his horse. He was not a wordy thinker, 
and this explosive phrase stood for mixed impres- 
sions which eloquent interpreters might have 
expanded into some sentences full of an irritated 
sense that he was being mystified, and a determina- 
tion that this girl should not make a fool of him. 
Did she want him to throw himself at her feet and 
declare that he was dying for her? It was not by 
that gate that she would enter on the privileges he 
could give her. Or did she expect him to write 
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his proposals ? Equally a delusion. He would not 
make his offer in any way that could place him 
definitely in the position of being rejected. But as 
to her accepting him, she had done it already in 
accepting his marked attentions; and anything 
which happened to break them off would be un- 
derstood to her disadvantage. She was merely 
coquetting, then ? 

However, the carriage came up, and no further 
téte-d-téte could well occur before their arrival at 
the house, where there was abundant company, to 
whom Gwendolen, clad in riding-dress, with her 
hat laid aside, clad also in the repute of being 
chosen by Mr Grandcourt, was naturally a centre 
of observation; and since the objectionable Mr 
Lush was not there to look at her, this stimulus 
of admiring attention heightened her spirits, and 
dispersed, for the time, the uneasy consciousness 
of divided impulses which threatened her with 
repentance of her own acts. Whether Grand- 
court had been offended or not there was no judg- 
ing: his manners were unchanged, but Gwen- 
dolen’s acuteness had not gone deeper than ‘to 
discern that his manners were no clue for her, 
and because these were unchanged she was not 
the less afraid of him. 

She had not been at Diplow before except to 
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dine; and since certain points of view from the 
windows and the garden were worth showing, 
Lady Flora Hollis proposed after luncheon, when 
some of the guests had dispersed, and the sun was 
sloping towards four o’clock, that the remaining 
party should make a little exploration. Here 
came frequent opportunities when Grandcourt 
might have retained Gwendolen apart and have 
spoken to her unheard. But no! He indeed 
spoke to no one else, but what he said was no- 
thing more eager or intimate than it had been in 
their first interview. He looked at her not less 
than usual; and some of her defiant spirit having 
come back, she looked full at him in return, not 
caring—rather preferring—that his eyes had no 
expression in them. 

But at last it seemed as if he entertained some 
contrivance. After they had nearly made the 
tour of the grounds, the whole party paused by 
the pool to be amused with Fetch’s accomplish- 
ment of bringing a water-lily to the bank like 
Cowper’s spaniel Beau, and having been disap- 
pointed in his first attempt insisted on his try- 
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ing again. 

Here Grandcourt, who stood with Gwendolen 
outside the group, turned deliberately, and fix- 
ing his eyes on a knoll planted with American 
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shrubs, and having a winding path up it, said 
languidly— 

“This is a bore. Shall we go up there?” 

“Qh, certainly—since we are exploring,” said 
Gwendolen. She was rather pleased, and yet 
afraid. 

The path was too narrow for him to offer his 
arm, and they walked up in silence. When they 
were on the bit of platform at the summit Grand- 
court said— 

“There is nothing to be seen here: the thing 
was not worth climbing.” 

How was it that Gwendolen did not laugh? 
She was perfectly silent, holding up the folds of 
her robe like a statue, and giving a harder grasp 
to the handle of her whip, which she had snatched 
up automatically with her hat when they had first 
set off. 

“What sort of place do you like?” said Grand- 
court. 

“ Different places are agreeable in their way. 
On the whole, I think, I prefer places that are 
open and cheerful. I am not fond of anything 
sombre.” 

“Your place at Offendene is too sombre.” 

“It is, rather.” 

“You will not remain there long, I hope.” 

VOL. I. Q 
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“Qh yes, I think so. Mamma likes to be near 
her sister.” 

Silence for a short space. 

“Tt is not to be supposed that you will always 
live there, though Mrs Davilow may.” 

“JT don’t know. We women can’t go in search 
of adventures—to find out the North-West Passage 
or the source of the Nile, or to hunt tigers in the 
East. We must stay where we grow, or where 
the gardeners like to transplant us. We are 
brought up like the flowers, to look as pretty as 
we can, and be dull without complaining. That 
is my notion about the plants: they are often 
bored, and that is the reason why some of them 
have got poisonous. What do you think?” Gwen- 
dolen had run on rather nervously, lightly whip- 
ping the rhododendron bush in front of her. 

“T quite agree. Most things are bores,” said 
Grandcourt, his mind having been pushed into 
an easy current, away from its intended track. 
But after a moment’s pause he continued in his 
broken, refined drawl—. 

“ But a woman can be married.” 

“ Some women can.” 

“You certainly, unless you are obstinately 
cruel.” 

“Tam not sure that Iam not both cruel and 
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obstinate.” Here Gwendolen suddenly turned her 
head and looked full at Grandcourt, whose eyes she 
had felt to be upon her throughout their conver- 
sation. She was wondering what the effect of 
looking at him would be on herself rather than 
on him. 

He stood perfectly still, half a yard or more 
away from her; and it flashed through her 
thought that a sort of lotos-eater’s stupor had be- 
gun in him and was taking possession of her. 
Then he said— 

“ Are you as uncertain about yourself as you 
make others about you?” 

“T am quite uncertain about myself; I don’t 
know how uncertain others may be.” 

“And you wish them to understand that you 
don’t care?” said Grandcourt, with a touch of 
new hardness in his tone. 

“T did not say that,’ Gwendolen replied, hesi- 
tatingly, and turning her eyes away whipped the 
rhododendron bush again. She wished she were on 
horseback that she might set off on a canter. It 
was impossible to set off running down the knoll. 

“ You do care, then,” said Grandcourt, not more 
quickly, but with a softened drawl. 

“Ha! my whip!” said Gwendolen, in a little 
scream of distress. She had let it go— what 
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could be more natural in a slight agitation ?—and 
—but this seemed less natural in a gold-handled 
whip which had been left altogether to itself—it 
had gone with some force over the immediate 
shrubs, and had lodged itself in the branches of 
an azalea half-way down the knoll. She could 
run down now, laughing prettily, and Grandcourt 
was obliged to follow; but she was beforehand 
with him in rescuing the whip, and continued on 
her way to the level ground, when she paused 
and looked at Grandcourt with an exasperating 
brightness in her glance and a heightened colour, 
as if she had carried a triumph, and these indica- 
tions were still noticeable to Mrs Davilow when 
Gwendolen and Grandcourt joined the rest of the 
party. 

“Tt is all coquetting,” thought Grandcourt; 
“the next time I beckon she will come down.” 

It seemed to him likely that this final beckon- 
ing might happen the very next day, when there 
was to be a picnic archery meeting in Cardell 
Chase, according to the plan projected on the 
evening of the ball. 

Even in Gwendolen’s mind that result was one 
of two likelihoods that presented themselves 
alternately, one of two decisions towards which 
she was being precipitated, as if they were two 
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sides of a boundary-line, and she did not know on 
which she should fall. This subjection to a pos- 
sible self, a self not to be absolutely predicted 
about, caused her some astonishment and terror: 
her favourite key of life—doing as she liked— 
seemed to fail her, and she could not foresee what 
at a given moment she might like todo. The 
prospect of marrying Grandcourt really seemed 
more attractive to her than she had believed be- 
forehand that any marriage could be: the dig- 
nities, the luxuries, the power of doing a great 
deal of what she liked to do, which had now come 
close to her, and within her choice to secure or to 
lose, took hold of her nature as if it had been the 
strong odour of what she had only imagined and 
longed for before. And Grandcourt himself? He 
seemed as little of a flaw in his fortunes as a 
lover and husband could possibly be. Gwendolen 
wished to mount the chariot and drive the plung- 
ing horses herself, with a spouse by her side who 
would fold his arms and give her his countenance 
without looking ridiculous. Certainly, with all her 
perspicacity, and all the reading which seemed to 
her mamma dangerously instructive, her judg- 
ment was consciously a little at fault before 
Grandcourt. He was adorably quiet and free 
from absurdities—he could be a husband en suite 
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with the best appearance a woman could make. 
But what else was he? He had been everywhere, 
and seen everything. That was desirable, and 
especially gratifying as a preamble to his supreme 
preference for Gwendolen Harleth. He did not 
appear to enjoy anything much. That was not 
necessary : and the less he had of particular tastes 
or desires, the more freedom his wife was likely 
to have in following hers. Gwendolen conceived 
that after marriage she would most probably be 
able to manage him thoroughly. 

How was it that he caused her unusual con- 
straint now ?—that she was less daring and play- 
ful in her talk with him than with any other ad- 
mirer she had known? That absence of demon- 
strativeness which she was glad of, acted as a 
charm in more senses than one, and was slightly 
benumbing. Grandcourt after all was formid- 
able—a handsome lizard of a hitherto unknown 
species, not of the lively, darting kind. But 
Gwendolen knew hardly anything about lizards, 
and ignorance gives one a large range of probabili- 
ties. This splendid specimen was probably gentle, 
suitable asa boudoir pet: what may not a lizard 
be, if you know nothing to the contrary? Her 
acquaintance with Grandcourt was such that no 
accomplishment suddenly revealed in him would 
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have surprised her. And he was so little sugges- 
tive of drama, that it hardly occurred to her to 
think with any detail how his life of thirty-six 
years had been passed: in general, she imagined 
him always cold and dignified, not likely ever to 
have committed himself. He had hunted the 
tiger—had he ever been in love, or made love ? 
The one experience and the other seemed alike 
remote in Gwendolen’s fancy from the Mr Grand- 
court who had come to Diplow in order apparently 
to make a chief epoch in her destiny—perhaps by 
introducing her to that state of marriage which she 
had resolved to make a state of greater freedom 
than her girlhood: And on the whole she wished 
to marry him ; he suited her purpose; her prevail- 
ing, deliberate intention was, to accept him. 

But was she going to fulfil her deliberate in- 
tention? She began to be afraid of herself, and 
to find out a certain difficulty in doing as she 
liked. Already her assertion of independence in 
evading his advances had been carried farther 
than was necessary, and she was thinking with 
some anxiety what she might do on the next 
occasion. 

Seated according to her habit with her back to 
the horses on their drive homewards, she was 
completely under the observation of her mamma, 
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who took the excitement and changefulness in the 
expression of her eyes, her unwonted absence of 
mind and total silence, as unmistakable signs 
that something unprecedented had occurred be- 
tween her and Grandcourt. Mrs Davilow’s un- 
easiness determined her to risk some speech on the 
subject: the Gascoignes were to dine at Offendene, 
and in what had occurred this morning there might 
be some reason for consulting the Rector; not 
that she expected him any more than herself to 
influence Gwendolen, but that her anxious mind 
wanted to be disburthened. 

“ Something has happened, dear?” she began, 
in a tender tone of question. 

Gwendolen looked round, and seeming to be 
roused to the consciousness of her physical self, 
took off her gloves and then her hat, that the soft 
_ breeze might blow on her head. They were ina 

retired bit of the road, where the long afternoon 
shadows from the bordering trees fell across it, and 
no observers were within sight. Her eyes con- 
tinued to meet her mother’s, but she did not speak. 

“Mr Grandcourt has been saying something ? 
—Tell me, dear.” The last words were uttered 
beseechingly. 

“What am I to tell you, mamma?” was the 
perverse answer. 


« 
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“T am sure something has agitated you. You 
ought to confide in me, Gwen. You ought not to 
leave me in doubt and anxiety.” Mrs Davilow’s 
eyes filled with tears. 

“Mamma, dear, please don’t be miserable,” said 
Gwendolen, with pettish remonstrance. “It only 
makes me more so. I am in doubt myself.” 

“About Mr Grandcourt’s intentions?” said 
Mrs Davilow, gathering determination from her 
alarms. 

“No; not at all,” said Gwendolen, with some 
curtness, and a pretty little toss of the head as 
she put on her hat again. 

“ About whether you will accept him, then?” 

“ Precisely.” 

“Have you given him a doubtful answer ?” 

“T have given him no answer at all.” 

“He has spoken so that you could not misunder- 
stand him?” 

“ As far as I would let him speak.” 

“You expect him to persevere?” Mrs Davilow 
put this question rather anxiously, and receiving 
no answer, asked another. “You don’t consider 
that you have discouraged him?” 

“T daresay not.” 

“T thought you liked him, dear,” said Mrs 
Davilow, timidly. 
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“So I do, mamma, as liking goes. There is less 
to dislike about him than about most men. He 
is quiet and distingué.”” Gwendolen so far spoke 
with a pouting sort of gravity ; but suddenly she 
recovered some of her mischievousness, and her 
face broke into a smile as she added—“ Indeed he 
has all the qualities that would make a husband 
tolerable — battlement, veranda, stables, &c., no 
grins and no glass in his eye.” 

“Do be serious with me for a moment, dear. 
Am I to understand that you mean to accept 
him ?” 

“Oh pray, mamma, leave me to myself,’ said 
Gwendolen, with a pettish distress in her voice. 

And Mrs Davilow said no more. 

When they got home Gwendolen declared that 
she would not dine. She was tired, and would 
come down in the evening after she had taken 
some rest. The probability that her uncle would 
hear what had passed did not trouble her. She 
was convinced that whatever he might say would 
be on the side of her accepting Grandcourt, and 
she wished to accept him if she could. At this 
moment she would willingly have had weights 
hung on her own caprice. 

Mr Gascoigne did hear—not Gwendolen’s 
answers repeated verbatim, but a softened general- 
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ised account of them. The mother conveyed as 
vaguely as the keen Rector’s questions would let 
her the impression that Gwendolen was in some 
uncertainty about her own mind, but inclined on 
the whole to acceptance. The result was that the 
uncle felt himself called on to interfere: he did 
not conceive that he should do his duty in with- 
holding direction from his niece in a momentous 
crisis of this kind. Mrs Davilow ventured a hesi- 
tating opinion that perhaps it would be safer to 
say nothing—Gwendolen was so sensitive (she did 
not like to say wilful). But the Rector’s was a 
firm mind, grasping its first judgments tenaciously 
and acting on them promptly, whence counter- 
judgments were no more for him than shadows 
fleeting across the solid ground to which he ad- 
justed himself. 

This match with Grandcourt presented itself to 
him as a sort of public affair; perhaps there were 
ways in which it might even strengthen the Estab- 
lishment. To the Rector, whose father (nobody 
would have suspected it, and nobody was told) 
had risen to be a provincial corn-dealer, aristocra- 
tic heirship resembled regal heirship in excepting 
its possessor from the ordinary standard of moral 
judgments. Grandcourt, the almost certain baro- 
net, the probable peer, was to be ranged with pub- 
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lic personages, and was a match to be accepted on 
broad general grounds national and ecclesiastical. 
Such public personages, it is true, are often in the 
nature of giants which an ancient community may 
have felt pride and safety in possessing, though, 
regarded privately, these born eminences must 
often have been inconvenient and even noisome. 
But of the future husband personally Mr Gas- 
coigne was disposed to think the best. Gossip is 
a sort of smoke that comes from the dirty tobacco- 
pipes of those who diffuse it: it proves nothing 
but the bad taste of the smoker. But if Grand- 
court had really made any deeper or more unfor- 
tunate experiments in folly than were common in 
young men of high prospects, he was of an age to 
have finished them. All accounts can be suitably 
wound up when a man has not ruined himself, 
and the expense may be taken as an insurance 
against future error. This was the view of prac- 
tical wisdom ; with reference to higher views, re- 
pentance had a supreme moral and religious value. 
There was every reason to believe that a woman 
of well-regulated mind would be happy with 
Grandcourt. 

It was no surprise to Gwendolen on coming 
down to tea to be told that her uncle wished to 
see her in the dining-room. He threw aside the 
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paper as she entered and greeted her with his 
usual kindness. As his wife had remarked, he 
always “made much” of Gwendolen, and her im- 
portance had risen of late. “My dear,” he said, in 
a fatherly way, moving a chair for her as he held 
her hand, “I want to speak to you on a subject 
which is more momentous than any other with 
regard to your welfare. You will guess what I 
mean. But I shall speak to you with perfect 
directness: in such matters I consider myself 
bound to act as your father. You have no objec- 
tion, I hope?” 

“Oh dear no,uncle. You have always been very 
kind to me,” said Gwendolen, frankly. This even- 
ing she was willing, if it were possible, to be a 
little fortified against her troublesome self, and 
her resistant temper was in abeyance. The Rec- 
tor’s mode of speech always conveyed a thrill of 
authority, as of a word of command: it seemed to 
take for granted that there could be no wavering 
in the audience, and that every one was going to 
be rationally obedient. 

“Tt is naturally a satisfaction to me that the 
prospect of a marriage for you—advantageous in 
the highest degree—has presented itself so early. 
I do not know exactly what has passed between 
you and Mr Grandcourt, but I presume there can 
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be little doubt, from the way in which he has dis- 
tinguished you, that he desires to make you his 
wife.” 

Gwendolen did not speak immediately, and her 
uncle said with more emphasis— 

“Have you any doubt of that yourself, my 
dear ?” 

“I suppose that is what he has been thinking 
of. But he may have changed his mind to-mor- 
row,” said Gwendolen. 

“Why to-morrow? Has he made advances 
which you have discouraged ?” 

“T think he meant—he began to make advances 
—pbut I did not encourage them. I turned the 
conversation.” 

“Will you confide in me so far as to tell me 
your reasons ?” 

“T am not sure that I had any reasons, uncle.” 
Gwendolen laughed rather artificially. 

“You are quite capable of reflecting, Gwendo- 
len, You are aware that this is not a trivial oe- 
casion, and it concerns your establishment for life 
under circumstances which may not occur again. 
You have a duty here both to yourself and your 
family. I wish to understand whether you have 
any ground for hesitating as to your acceptance of 
Mr Grandcourt.” 
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“T suppose I hesitate without grounds.” Gwen- 
dolen spoke rather poutingly, and her uncle grew 
suspicious. 

“Ts he disagreeable to you personally ?” 

* Nor 

“Have you heard anything of him which has 
affected you disagreeably?” The Rector thought 
it impossible that Gwendolen could have heard 
the gossip he had heard, but in any case he must 
endeavour to put all things in the right light for 
her. 

“T have heard nothing about him except that 
he is a great match,” said Gwendolen, with some 
sauciness; “and that affects me very agreeably.” 

“Then, my dear Gwendolen, I have nothing 
further to say than this: you hold your fortune in 
your own hands—a fortune such as rarely happens 
to a girl in your circumstances—a fortune in fact 
which almost takes the question out of the range 
of mere personal feeling, and makes your accept- 
ance of it a duty. If Providence offers you power 
and position—especially when unclogged by any 
conditions that are repugnant to you—your course 
is one of responsibility, into which caprice must 
not enter. A man does not like to have his 
attachment trifled with: he may not be at once 
repelled—these things are matters of individual 


256 DANIEL DERONDA. 


disposition. But the trifling may be carried too 
far. And I must point out to you that in case 
Mr Grandcourt were repelled without your having 
refused him—without your having intended ulti- 
mately to refuse him, your situation would be a 
humiliating and painful one. I, for my part, 
should regard you with severe disapprobation, as 
the victim of nothing else than your own coquetry 
and folly.” 

Gwendolen became pallid as she listened to 
this admonitory speech. The ideas it raised had 
the force of sensations. Her resistant courage 
would not help her here, because her uncle was. 
not urging her against her own resolve; he was 
pressing upon her the motives of dread which she 
already felt ; he was making her more conscious 
of the risks that lay within herself. She was 
silent, and the Rector observed that he had pro- 
duced some strong effect. 

“JT mean this in kindness, my dear.” His tone 
had softened. 

“T am aware of that, uncle,’ said Gwendolen, 
rising and shaking her head back, as if to rouse 
herself out of painful passivity. “I am not 
foolish. I know that I must be married some 
time—before it is too late. And I don’t see how 
I could do better than marry Mr Grandcourt. I 
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mean to accept him, if possible.” She felt as if 
she were reinforcing herself by speaking with this 
decisiveness to her uncle. 

But the Rector was a little startled by so bare 
a version of his own meaning from those young 
lips. He wished that in her mind his advice 
should be taken in an infusion of sentiments 
proper to a girl, and such as are presupposed in 
the advice of a clergyman, although he may not 
consider them always appropriate to be put for- 
ward. He wished his niece parks, carriages, a 
title—everything that would make this world a 
pleasant abode; but he wished her not to be cyni- 
cal—to be, on the contrary, religiously dutiful, 
and have warm domestic affections. 

“My dear Gwendolen,” he said, rising also, and 
speaking with benignant gravity, “I trust that 
you will find in marriage a new fountain of duty 
and affection. Marriage is the only true and 
satisfactory sphere of a woman, and if your mar- 
riage with Mr Grandcourt should be happily de- 
cided upon, you will have probably an increasing 
power, both of rank and wealth, which may be 
used for the benefit of others. These considera- 
tions are something higher than romance. You 
are fitted by natural gifts for a position which, 
considering your birth and early prospects, could 
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hardly be looked forward to as in the ordinary 
course of things; and I trust that you will grace 
it not only by those personal gifts, but by a good 
and consistent life.” 

“T hope mamma will be the happier,” said 
Gwendolen, in a more cheerful way, lifting her 
hands backward to her neck and moving towards 
the door. She wanted to waive those higher con- 
siderations. 

Mr Gascoigne felt that he had come to a satis- 
factory understanding with his niece, and had 
furthered her happy settlement in life by further- 
ing her engagement to Grandcourt. Meanwhile 
there was another person to whom the contempla- 
tion of that issue had been a motive for some 
activity, and who believed that he too on this 
particular day had done something towards bring- 
ing about a favourable decision in his sense— 
which happened to be the reverse of the Rector’s. 

Mr Lush’s absence from Diplow during Gwen- 
dolen’s visit had been due not to any fear on his 
part of meeting that supercilious young lady, or 
of being abashed by her frank dislike, but to an 
engagement from which he expected important 
consequences. He was gone in fact to the Wan- 
cester Station to meet a lady accompanied by a 
maid and two children, whom he put .into a fly, 
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and afterwards followed to the hotel of the Golden 
Keys in that town. An impressive woman, whom 
many would turn to look at again in passing; her 
figure was slim and sufficiently tall, her face rather 
emaciated, so that its sculpturesque beauty was the 
more pronounced, her crisp hair perfectly black, 
and her large anxious eyes also what we call 
black. Her dress was soberly correct, her age 
perhaps physically more advanced than the num- 
ber of years would imply, but hardly less than 
seven-and-thirty. An uneasy-looking woman: her 
glance seemed to presuppose that people and 
things were going to be unfavourable to her, while 
she was nevertheless ready to meet them with 
resolution. The children were lovely —a dark- 
haired girl of six or more, a fairer boy of five. 
When Lush incautiously expressed some surprise 
at her having brought the children, she said with 
a sharp-edged intonation— 

“Did you suppose I should come wandering 
about here by myself? Why should I not bring 
all four if I liked?” 

“Oh certainly,” said Lush, with his usual fluent 
nonchalance. 

He stayed an hour or so in conference with her, 
and rode back to Diplow in a state of mind that 
was at once hopeful and busily anxious as to the 
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execution of the little plan on which his hope- 
fulness was based. Grandcourt’s marriage to 
Gwendolen Harleth would not, he believed, be 
much of a good to either of them, and it would 
plainly be fraught with disagreeables to himself. 
But now he felt confident enough to say inwardly, 
“T will take odds that the marriage will never 
happen.” 
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CHAPTER XIV. 


I will not clothe myself in wreck—wear gems 

Sawed from cramped finger-bones of women drowned ; 
Feel chilly vaporous hands of ireful ghosts 

Clutching my necklace ; trick my maiden breast 
With orphans’ heritage. Let your dead love 

Marry its dead. 


GWENDOLEN looked lovely and vigorous as a 
tall, newly-opened lily the next morning: there 
was a reaction of young energy in her, and yes- 
terday’s self-distrust seemed no more than the 
transient shiver on the surface of a full stream. 
The roving archery match in Cardell Chase was a 
delightful prospect for the sport’s sake: she felt her- 
self beforehand moving about like a wood-nymph 
under the beeches (in appreciative company), 
and the imagined scene lent a charm to further 
advances on the part of Grandcourt—not an im- 
passioned lyrical Daphnis for the wood-nymph, 
certainly: but so much the better. To-day Gwen- 
dolen foresaw him making slow conversational 
approaches to a declaration, and foresaw herself 
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awaiting and encouraging it according to the 
rational conclusion which she had expressed to 
her uncle. 

When she came down to breakfast (after every 
one had left the table except Mrs Davilow) there 
were letters on her plate. One of them she read 
with a gathering smile, and then handed it to her 
mamma, who, on returning it, smiled also, find- 
ing new cheerfulness in the good spirits her 
daughter had shown ever since waking, and said— 

“You don’t feel inclined to go a thousand miles 
away ?” 

“ Not exactly so far.” 

“Tt was a sad omission not to have written 
again before this. Can’t you write now—before 
we set out this morning ?” 

“Tt is not so pressing. To-morrow will do. 
You see they leave town to-day. I must write to 
Dover. They will be there till Monday.” 

“Shall I write for you, dear—if it teases you ?” 

Gwendolen did not speak immediately, but 
after sipping her coffee answered brusquely, “Oh 
no, let it be; I will write to-morrow.” Then 
feeling a touch of compunction, she looked up and 
said with playful tenderness, “ Dear, old, beautiful 
mamma !” 


“Qld, child, truly.” 
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“Please don’t, mamma! I meant old for 
darling. You are hardly twenty-five years older 
than Iam. When you talk in that way my life 
shrivels up before me.” 

“Qne can have a great deal of happiness in” 
twenty-five years, my dear.” 

“T must lose no time in beginning,” said Gwen- 
dolen, merrily. ‘The sooner I get my palaces 
and coaches, the better.” 

« And a good husband who adores you, Gwen,” 
said Mrs Davilow, encouragingly. 

Gwendolen put out her lips saucily and said 
nothing. 

It was a slight drawback on her pleasure in 
starting that the Rector was detained by magis- 
trate’s business and would probably not be able to 
get to Cardell Chase at all that day. She cared 
little that Mrs Gascoigne and Anna chose not to 
go without him, but her uncle’s presence would 
have seemed to make it a matter of course that 
the decision taken would be acted on. For deci- 
sion in itself began to be formidable. Having 
come close to accepting Grandcourt, Gwendolen 
felt this lot of unhoped-for fulness rounding itself 
too definitely: when we take to wishing a great 
deal for ourselves, whatever we get soon turns 
into mere limitation and exclusion. Still there 
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was the reassuring thought that marriage would 
be the gate into a larger freedom. 

The place of meeting was a grassy spot called 
Green Arbour, where a bit of hanging wood made 
a sheltering amphitheatre. It was here that the 
coachful of servants with provisions had to prepare 
the picnic meal; and a warden of the Chase was to 
guide the roving archers so as to keep them within 
the due distance from this centre, and hinder them 
from wandering beyond the limit which had been 
fixed on—a curve that might be drawn through 
certain well-known points, such as the Double 
Oak, the Whispering Stones, and the High Cross. 
The plan was, to take only a preliminary stroll 
before luncheon, keeping the main roving expedi- 
tion for the more exquisite lights of the afternoon. 
The muster was rapid enough to save every one 
from dull moments of waiting, and when the 
groups began to scatter themselves through the 
light and shadow made here by closely neigh- 
bouring beeches and there by rarer oaks, one may ° 
suppose that a painter would have been glad to 
look on. This roving archery was far prettier 
than the stationary game, but success in shooting 
at variable marks was less favoured by practice, 
and the hits were distributed among the volunteer 
archers otherwise than they would have been 


BOOK II.—MEETING STREAMS. 265 


in target-shooting. From this cause perhaps, as 
well as from the twofold distraction of being 
preoccupied and wishing not to betray her pre- 
occupation, Gwendolen did not greatly distinguish 
herself in these first experiments, unless it were 
by the lively grace with which she took her 
comparative failure. She was in her white and 
green as on the day of the former archery meeting, 
when it made an epoch for her that she was 
introduced to Grandcourt ; he was continually by 
her side’ now, yet it would have been hard to 
tell from mere looks and manners that their rela- 
tion to each other had at all changed since their 
first conversation. Still there were other grounds 
that made most persons conclude them to be, 
if not engaged already, on the eve of being so. 
And she believed this herself. As they were all re- 
turning towards Green Arbour in divergent groups, 
not thinking at all of taking aim but merely chat- 
ting, words passed which seemed really the begin- 
ning of that end—the beginning of her acceptance. 
Grandcourt said, “Do you know how long it is 
since I first saw you in this dress ?” 

“The archery meeting was on the 25th, and 
this is the 13th,” said Gwendolen, laughingly. “I 
am not good at calculating, but I will venture to 
say that it must be nearly three weeks.” 
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A little pause, and then he said, “That is a 
great loss of time.” 

“That your knowing me has caused you? Pray 
don’t be uncomplimentary: I don’t like it.” 

Pause again. “It is because of the gain, that I 
feel the loss.” 

Here Gwendolen herself left a pause. She was 
thinking, “ He is really very ingenious. He never 
speaks stupidly.” Her silence was so unusual, 
that it seemed the strongest of favourable answers, 
and he continued— 

“The gain of knowing you makes me feel the 
time I lose in uncertainty. Do yow like uncer- 
tainty ?” 

“T think I do, rather,” said Gwendolen, sud- 
denly beaming on him with a playful smile. 
“ There is more in it.” 

Grandcourt met her laughing eyes with a slow, 
steady look right into them, which seemed like 
vision in the abstract, and said, “Do you mean 
more torment for me ?” 

There was something so strange to Gwendolen 
in this moment that she was quite shaken out of 
her usual self-consciousness. Blushing and turn- 
ing away her eyes, she said, “No, that would 
make me sorry.” 

Grandcourt would have followed up this answer, 
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which the change in her manner made apparently 
decisive of her favourable intention ; but he was 
not in any way overcome so as to be unaware 
that they were now, within sight of everybody, 
descending the slope into Green Arbour, and 
descending it at an ill-chosen point where it began 
to be inconveniently steep. This was a reason for 
offering his hand in the literal sense to help her ; 
she took it, and they came down in silence, much 
observed by those already on the level—among 
others by Mrs Arrowpoint, who happened to be 
standing with Mrs Davilow. That lady had now 
made up her mind that Grandcourt’s merits were 
not such as would have induced Catherine to 
accept him, Catherine having so high a standard 
as to have refused Lord Slogan. Hence she looked 
at the tenant of Diplow with dispassionate eyes. 

“Mr Grandcourt is not equal as a man to his 
" uncle, Sir Hugo Mallinger—too languid. To be 
sure, Mr Grandcourt is a much younger man, but 
I shouldn’t wonder if Sir Hugo were to outlive 
him, notwithstanding the difference of years. It 
is ill calculating on successions,” concluded Mrs 
Arrowpoint, rather too loudly. 

“Tt is indeed,” said Mrs Davilow, able to assent 
with quiet cheerfulness, for she was so well satis- 
fied with the actual situation of affairs that her 
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habitual melancholy in their general unsatisfac- 
toriness was altogether in abeyance. 

I am not concerned to tell of the food that was 
eaten in that green refectory, or even to dwell on 
the glories of the forest scenery that spread them- 
selves out beyond the level front of the hollow; 
being just now bound to tell a story of life at a 
stage when the blissful beauty of earth and sky 
entered only by narrow and oblique inlets into the 
consciousness, which was busy with a small social 
drama almost as little penetrated by a feeling of 
wider relations as if it had been a puppet-show. 
It will be understood that the food and champagne 
were of the best—the talk and laughter too, in the 
sense of belonging to the best society, where no 
one makes an invidious display of anything in 
particular, and the advantages of the world are 
taken with that high -bred depreciation which ~ 
follows from being accustomed to them. Some of 
the gentlemen strolled a little and indulged in a 
cigar, there being a sufficient interval before four 
o’clock—the time for beginning to rove again. 
Among these, strange to say, was Grandcourt; but 
not Mr Lush, who seemed to be taking his plea- 
sure quite generously to-day by making himself 
particularly serviceable, ordering everything for 
everybody, and by this activity becoming more 
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than ever a blot on the scene to Gwendolen, 
though he kept himself amiably aloof from her, 
and never even looked at her obviously. When 
there was a general move to prepare for starting, it 
appeared that the bows had all been put under the 
charge of Lord Brackenshaw’s valet, and Mr Lush 
was concerned to save ladies the trouble of fetch- 
ing theirs from the carriage where they were prop- 
ped. He did not intend to bring Gwendolen’s, 
but she, fearful lest he. should do so, hurried to 
fetch it herself. The valet seeing her approach met 
her with it, and in giving it into her hand gave 
also a letter addressed to her. She asked no 
question about it, perceived at a glance that the 
address was in a lady’s handwriting (of the deli- 
cate kind which used to be esteemed feminine 
before the present uncial period), and moving 
away with her bow in her hand, saw Mr Lush 
coming to fetch other bows. To avoid meeting 
him she turned aside and walked with her back 
towards the stand of carriages, opening the letter. 
It contained these words— 

“Tf Miss Harleth is in doubt whether she should 
accept Mr Grandcourt, let her break from her party 
after they have passed the Whispering Stones and 
return to that spot. She will then hear something to 
decide her, but she can only hear it by keeping this 
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letter a strict secret from every one. If she does not 
act according to this letter, she will repent, as the 
woman who writes it has repented. The secrecy 
Miss Harleth will feel herself bound in honour to 
guard.” 


Gwendolen felt an inward. shock, but her im- 
mediate thought was, “It is come in time.” It 
lay in her youthfulness that she was absorbed by 
the idea of the revelation to be made, and had not 
even a momentary suspicion of contrivance that 
could justify her in showing the letter. Her mind 
gathered itself up at once into the resolution that 
she would manage to go unobserved to the 
Whispering Stones ; and thrusting the letter into 
her pocket she turned back to rejoin the company, 
with that sense of having something to conceal 
which to her nature had a bracing quality and 
helped her to be mistress of herself. 

It was a surprise to every one that Grandcourt 
was not, like the other smokers, on the spot in 
time to set out roving with the rest. “We shall 
alight on him by-and-by,” said Lord Brackenshaw ; 
“he can’t be gone far.” At any rate, no man 
could be waited for. This apparent forgetfulness 
might be taken for the distraction of a lover so 
absorbed in thinking of the beloved object as to 
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forget an appointment which would bring him 
into her actual presence. And the good-natured 
Earl gave Gwendolen a distant jocose hint to that 
effect, which she took with suitable quietude. 
But the thought in her own mind was, “Can he 
too be starting away from a decision?” It was 
not exactly a pleasant thought to her; but it was 
near the truth. “Starting away,” however, was 
not the right expression for the languor of inten- 
tion that came over Grandcourt, like a fit of 
diseased numbness, when an end seemed within 
easy reach: to desist then, when all expectation 
was to the contrary, became another gratification 
of ‘mere will, sublimely independent of definite 
motive. At that moment he had begun a second 
large cigar in a vague, hazy obstinacy which, if 
Lush or any other mortal who might be insulted 
with impunity had interrupted by overtaking him 
with a request for his return, would have expressed 
itself by a slow removal of his cigar to say, in an 
under-tone, “ You'll be kind enough to go to the 
devil, will you?” 

But he was not interrupted, and the rovers set 
off without any visible depression of spirits, leav- 
ing behind only a few of the less vigorous ladies, 
including Mrs Davilow, who preferred a quiet 
stroll free from obligation to keep up with others. 
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The enjoyment of the day was soon at its highest 
pitch, the archery getting more spirited and the 
changing scenes of the forest from roofed grove to 
open glade growing lovelier with the lengthening 
shadows, and the deeply felt but undefinable 
gradations of the mellowing afternoon. It was 
agreed that they were playing an extemporised 
“ As you like it ;” and when a pretty compliment 
had been turned to Gwendolen about her having 
the part of Rosalind, she felt the more compelled 
to be surpassing in liveliness. This was not very 
difficult to her, for the effect of what had happened 
to-day was an excitement which needed a vent, a 
sense of adventure rather than alarm, and a strain- 
ing towards the management of her retreat so as 
not to be impeded. 

The roving had been lasting nearly an hour be- 
fore the arrival at the Whispering Stones, two tall 
conical blocks that leaned towards each other like 
gigantic grey-mantled figures. They were soon 
surveyed and passed by with the remark that they 
would be good ghosts on a starlit night. But a 
soft sunlight was on them now, and Gwendolen 
felt daring. The stones were near a fine grove 
of beeches where the archers found plenty of 
marks. 

“How far are we from Green Arbour now?” 
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said Gwendolen, having got in front by the side of 
the warden. 

“ Oh, not more than half a mile, taking along the 
avenue we're going to cross up there: but I shall 
take round a couple of miles, by the High Cross.” 

She was falling back among the rest, when 
suddenly they seemed all to be hurrying obliquely 
forward under the guidance of Mr Lush, and 
lingering a little where she was, she perceived her 
opportunity of shpping away. Soon she was out 
of sight, and without running she seemed to her- 
self to fly along the ground and count the mo- 
ments nothing till she found herself back again at 
the Whispering Stones. They turned their blank 
erey sides to her: what was there on the other 
side? If there were nothing after all? That was 
her only dread now—to have to turn back again in 
mystification ; and walking round the right-hand 
stone without pause, she found herself in front 
of some one whose large dark eyes met hers at a 
foot’s distance. In spite of expectation she was 
startled and shrank back, but in doing so she 
could take in the whole figure of this stranger and 
perceive that she was unmistakably a lady, and 
one who must once have been exceedingly hand- 
some. She perceived, also, that a few yards from 
her were two children seated on the grass. 

VOL. L g 
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“Miss Harleth?” said the lady. 

“Yes.” All Gwendolen’s consciousness was 
wonder, 

“Have you accepted Mr Grandcourt?” 

NG," 

“T have promised to tell you something, And 
you will promise to keep my secret. However 
you may decide, you will not tell Mr Grandcourt, 
or any one else, that you have seen me?” 

“T promise.” 

“My name is Lydia Glasher. Mr Grandcourt 
ought not to marry any one but me. I left my 
husband and child for him nine years ago. Those 
two children are his, and we have two others— 
_ girls—who are older. My husband is dead now, 
and Mr Grandcourt ought to marry me. He ought 
to make that boy his heir.” 

She looked towards the boy as she spoke, and 
Gwendolen’s eyes followed hers. The handsome 
little fellow was puffing out his cheeks in trying to 
blow a tiny trumpet which remained dumb. His 
hat hung backward by a string, and his brown 
curls caught the sun-rays. He was a cherub. 

The two women’s eyes met again, and Gwen- 
dolen said proudly, “I will not interfere with your 
wishes.” She looked as if she were shivering, and 
her lips were pale. 
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“You are very attractive, Miss Harleth. But 
when he first knew me, I too was young. Since 
then my life has been broken up and embittered. 
It is not fair that he should be happy and I 
miserable, and my boy thrust out of sight for 
another.” 

These words were uttered with a biting accent, 
but with a determined abstinence from anything 
violent in tone or manner. Gwendolen, watching 
Mrs Glasher’s face while she spoke, felt a sort of 
terror: it was as if some ghastly vision had come 
to her in a dream and said, “I am a woman’s life.” 

“ Have you anything more to say to me?” she 
asked in a low tone, but still proudly and coldly. 
The revulsion within her was not tending to soften . 
her. Every one seemed hateful. 

“Nothing. You know what I wished you to 
know. You can inquire about me if you like. 
My husband was Colonel Glasher.” 

“Then I will go,” said Gwendolen, moving 
away with a ceremonious inclination, which was 
returned with equal grace. 

In a few minutes Gwendolen was in the beech 
grove again, but her party had gone out of sight 
and apparently had not sent in search of her, for 
all was solitude till she had reached the avenue 
pointed out by the warden. She determined to 
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take this way back to Green Arbour, which she 
reached quickly ; rapid movements seeming to her 
just now a means of suspending the thoughts 
which might prevent her from behaving with due 
calm. She had already made up her mind what 
step she would take. 

Mrs Davilow was of course astonished to see 
Gwendolen returning alone, and was not without 
some uneasiness which the presence of other ladies 
hindered her from showing. In answer to her 
words of surprise Gwendolen said— 

“Oh, I have been rather silly. I lingered behind 
to look at the Whispering Stones, and the rest 
hurried on after something, so I lost sight of them. 
I thought it best to come home by the short way 
—the avenue that the warden had toldme of. I’m 
not sorry after all. I had had enough walking.” 

“Your party did not meet Mr Grandcourt, I 
presume,” said Mrs Arrowpoint, not without in- 
tention. ; 

“No,” said Gwendolen, with a little flash of 
defiance and a light laugh. “And we didn’t see 
any carvings on the trees either. Where can he 
be? I should think he has fallen into the pool or 
had an apoplectic fit.” 

With all Gwendolen’s resolve not to betray any 
agitation, she could not help it that her tone was 
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unusually high and hard, and her mother felt sure 
that something unpropitious had happened. 

Mrs Arrowpoint thought that the self-confident 
young lady was much piqued, and that Mr Grand- 
court was probably seeing reason to change his 
mind, 

“Tf you have no objection, mamma, I will order 
the carriage,” said Gwendolen. “I am tired. 
And every one will be going soon.” 

Mrs Davilow assented ; but by the time the car- 
riage was announced as ready—the horses having 
to be fetched from the stables on the warden’s 
premises—the roving party reappeared, and with 
them Mr Grandcourt. 

“ Ah, there you are!” said Lord Brackenshaw, 
going up to Gwendolen, who was arranging her 
mamma’s shawl for the drive. “We thought at 
first you had alighted on Grandcourt and he had 
taken you home. Lush said so. But after that 
we met Grandcourt. However, we didn’t suppose 
you could be in any danger. The warden said he 
had told you a near way back.” 

“You are going?” said Grandcourt, coming up 
with his usual air, as if he did not conceive that 
there had been any omission on his part. Lord 
Brackenshaw gave place to him and moved away. 

“Yes, we are going,” said Gwendolen, looking 
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busily at her scarf which she was arranging across 
her shoulders Scotch fashion. 

“May I call at Offendene to-morrow?” 

“Oh yes, if you like,” said Gwendolen, sweeping 
him from a distance with her eyelashes. Her 
voice was light and sharp as the first touch of 
frost. 

Mrs Davilow accepted his arm to lead her to the 
carriage ; but while thatwas happening, Gwendolen 
with incredible swiftness had got in advance of 
them and had sprung into the carriage. 

“T got in, mamma, because I wished to be on 
this side,” she said, apologetically. But she had 
avoided Grandcourt’s touch: he only lifted his 
hat and walked away—with the not unsatisfac- 
tory impression that she meant to show herself 
offended by his neglect. 

The mother and daughter drove for five minutes 
in silence. Then Gwendolen said, “I intend to 
join the Langens at Dover, mamma. I shall pack 
up immediately on getting home, and set off by 
the early train. J shall be at Dover almost as soon 
as they are; we can let them know by telegraph.” 

“Good heavens, child! what can be your reason 
for saying so?” 

“My reason for saying it, mamma, is that I 
mean to do it.” 
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“ But why do you mean to do it?” 

“T wish to go away.” 

“Ts it because you are offended with Mr Grand- 
court’s odd behaviour in walking off to-day ?” 

“Tt is useless to enter into such questions. I 
am not going in any case to marry Mr Grandcourt. 
Don’t interest yourself further about him.” 

“What can I say to your uncle, Gwendolen ? 
Consider the position you place mein. You led 
him to believe only last night that you had made 
up your mind in favour of Mr Grandcourt.” 

“JT am very sorry to cause you annoyance, 
mamma dear, but I can’t help it,’ said Gwen- 
dolen, with still harder resistance in her tone. 
“Whatever you or my unele may think or do, 
I shall not alter my resolve, and I shall not tell 
my reason. I don’t care what comes of it. I don’t 
care if I never marry any one. There is nothing 
worth caring for. I believe all men are bad, and 
I hate them.” 

“ But need you set off in this way, Gwendolen ?” 
said Mrs Davilow, miserable and helpless. 

“Now, mamma, don’t interfere with me If 
you have ever had any trouble in your own life, re- 
member it, and don’t interfere with me, If Iam 
to be miserable, let it be by my own choice.” 

The mother was reduced to trembling silence. 
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She began to see that the difficulty would be less- 
ened if Gwendolen went away. 

And she did go. The packing was all carefully 
done that evening, and not long after dawn the 
next day Mrs Davilow accompanied her daughter 
to the railway station. The sweet dews of morn- 
ing, the cows and horses looking over the hedges 
without any particular reason, the early travel- 
lers on foot with their bundles, seemed all very 
melancholy and purposeless to them both. The 
dingy torpor of the railway station, before the ticket 
could be taken, was still worse. Gwendolen had 
certainly hardened in the last twenty-four hours : 
her mother’s trouble evidently counted for little 
in her present state of mind, which did not essen- 
tially differ from the mood that makes men take 
to worse conduct when their belief in persons or 
things is upset. Gwendolen’s uncontrolled read- 
ing, though consisting chiefly in what are called 
pictures of life, had somehow not prepared her for 
this encounter with reality. Is that surprising ? 
It is to be believed that attendance at the opéra 
bouffe in the present day would not leave men’s 
minds entirely without shock, if the manners ob- 
served there with some applause were suddenly to 
start up in their own families. Perspective, as its 
inventor remarked, is a beautiful thing. What 
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horrors of damp huts, where human beings lan- 
guish, may not become picturesque through aerial 
distance! What hymning of cancerous vices may 
we not languish over as sublimest art in the safe 
remoteness of a strange language and artificial 
phrase! Yet we keep a repugnance to rheum- 
atism and other painful effects when presented in 
our personal experience. 

Mrs Davilow felt Gwendolen’s new phase of 
indifference keenly, and as she drove back alone, 
the brightening morning was sadder to her than 
before. 

Mr Grandcourt called that day at Offendene, 
but nobody was at home. 
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CHAPTER XV. 


‘« Festina lente—celerity should be contempered with cunctation.”—Sim 
THOMAS BROWNE. 


GWENDOLEN, we have seen, passed her time abroad 
in the new excitement of gambling, and in ima- 
gining herself an empress of luck, having brought 
from her late experience a vague impression that 
in this confused world it signified nothing what 
any one did, so that they amused themselves. We 
have seen, too, that certain persons, mysteriously 
symbolised as Grapnell and Co., having also 
thought of reigning in the realm of luck, and 
being also bent on amusing themselves, no matter 
how, had brought about a painful change in her 
family circumstances; whence she had returned 
home—carrying with her, against her inclination, 
a necklace which she had pawned and some one 
else had redeemed. 

While she was going back to England, Grand- 
court was coming to find her; coming, that is, 
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after his own manner—not in haste by express 
straight from Diplow to Leubronn, where she was 
understood to be; but so entirely without hurry 
that he was induced by the presence of some Rus- 
sian acquaintances to linger at Baden-Baden and 
make various appointments with them, which, how- 
ever, his desire to be at Leubronn ultimately caused 
him to break. Grandcourt’s passions were of the 
intermittent, flickering kind: never flaming out 
strongly. But a great deal of life goes on without 
strong passion: myriads of cravats are carefully 
tied, dinners attended, even speeches made propos- 
ing the health of august personages, without the 
zest arising from a strong desire. And a man may 
make a good appearance in high social positions 
—may be supposed to know the classics, to have 
his reserves on science, a strong though repressed 
opinion on politics, and all the sentiments of the 
English gentleman, at a small expense of vital 
energy. Also, he may be obstinate or persistent 
at the same low rate, and may even show sudden 
impulses which have a false air of demonic 
strength because they seem inexplicable, though 
perhaps their secret lies merely in the want of 
regulated channels for the soul to move in—good 
and sufficient ducts of habit, without which our 
nature easily turns to mere ooze and mud, and 
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at any pressure yields nothing but a spurt or a 
puddle. 

Grandcourt had not been altogether displeased 
by Gwendolen’s running away from the splendid 
chance he was holding out to her. The act had 
some piquancy for him. He liked to think that it 
was due to resentment of his careless behaviour in 
Cardell Chase, which, when he came to consider 
it, did appear rathercool. To have brought her so 
near a tender admission, and then to have walked 
headlong away from further opportunities of win- 
ning the consent which he had made her under- 
stand him to be asking for, was enough to pro- 
voke a girl of spirit; and to be worth his master- 
ing it was proper that she should have some spirit. 
Doubtless she meant him to follow her, and it was 
what he meant too. But for a whole week he 
took no measures towards starting, and did not 
even inquire where Miss Harleth was gone. Mr 
Lush felt a triumph that was mingled with much 
distrust ; for Grandcourt had said no word to him 
about her, and looked as neutral as an alligator: 
there was no telling what might turn up in the 
slowly-churning chances of his mind. Still, to 
have put off a decision was to have made room 
for the waste of Grandcourt’s energy. 

The guests at Diplow felt more curiosity than — 
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their host. How was it that nothing more was 
heard of Miss Harleth? Was it credible that she 
had refused Mr Grandcourt? Lady Flora Hollis, 
a lively middle-aged woman, well endowed with 
curiosity, felt a sudden interest in making a round 
of calls with Mrs Torrington, including the Rec- 
tory, Offendene, and Quetcham, and thus not only 
got twice over, but also discussed with the Arrow- 
points, the information that Miss Harleth was gone 
to Leubronn with some old friends, the Baron and 
Baroness von Langen; for the immediate agitation 
and disappointment of Mrs Davilow and the Gas- 
coignes had resolved itself into a wish that Gwen- 
dolen’s disappearance should not be interpreted 
as anything eccentric or needful to be kept secret. 
The Rector’s mind, indeed, entertained the possi- 
~ bility that the marriage was only a little deferred, 
for Mrs Davilow had not dared to tell him of the 
bitter determination with which Gwendolen had 
spoken. And in spite of his practical ability, 
some of his experience had petrified into maxims 
and quotations. Amaryllis fleeing desired that 
her hiding-place should be known ; and that love 
will find out the way “ over the mountain and over 
the wave” may be said without hyperbole in this 
age of steam. Gwendolen, he conceived, was an 
Amaryllis of excellent sense but coquettish dar- 
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ing; the question was, whether she had dared too 
much. 

Lady Flora, coming back charged with news 
about Miss Harleth, saw no good reason why she 
should not try whether she could electrify Mr 
Grandcourt by mentioning it to him at table ; and 
in doing so shot a few hints of a notion having 
got abroad that he was a disappointed adorer. 
Grandcourt heard with quietude, but with atten- 
tion; and the next day he ordered Lush to bring 
about a decent reason for breaking up the party 
at Diplow by the end of another week, as he meant 
to go yachting to the Baltic or somewhere—it 
being impossible to stay at Diplow as if he were 
a prisoner on parole, with a set of people whom 
he had never wanted. Lush needed no clearer 
announcement that Grandcourt was going to Leu- 
bronn; but he might go after the manner of a 
creeping billiard- ball and stick on the way. 
What Mr Lush intended was to make himself 
indispensable so that he might go too, and he suc- 
ceeded ; Gwendolen’s repulsion for him being a 
fact that only amused his patron, and made him 
none the less willing to have Lush always at 
hand. 

This was how it happened that Grandcourt 
arrived at the Ozarina on the fifth day after 
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Gwendolen had left Leubronn, and found there 
his uncle, Sir Hugo Mallinger, with his family, 
including Deronda. It is not necessarily a plea- 
sure either to the reigning power or the heir pre- 
sumptive when their separate affairs—a touch of 
gout, say, in the one, and a touch of wilfulness 
in the other—happen to bring them to the same 
spot. Sir Hugo was an easy-tempered man, tole- 
rant both of differences and defects; but a point 
of view different from his own concerning the 
settlement of the family estates fretted him rather 
more than if it had concerned Church discipline 
or the ballot, and faults were the less venial for 
belonging to a person whose existence was incon- 
venient to him. In no case could Grandcourt 
have been a nephew after his own heart; but as 
the presumptive heir to the Mallinger estates he 
was the sign and embodiment of a chief grievance 
in the baronet’s life—the want of a son to inherit 
the lands, in no portion of which had he himself 
more than a life-interest. For in the ill-advised 
settlement which his father, Sir Francis, had 
chosen to make by will, even Diplow with its 
modicum of land had been left under the same 
conditions as the ancient and wide inheritance of 
the two Toppings—Diplow, where Sir Hugo had 
lived and hunted through many a season in his 
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younger years, and where his wife and daughters 
ought to have been able to retire after his death. 

This grievance had naturally gathered em- 
phasis as the years advanced, and Lady Mallinger, 
after having had three daughters in quick succes- 
sion, had remained for eight years till now that 
she was over forty without producing so much as 
another girl; while Sir Hugo, almost twenty years 
older, was at a time of life when, notwithstanding 
the fashionable retardation of most things from 
dinners to marriages, a man’s hopefulness is apt 
to show signs of wear, until restored by second 
childhood. 

In fact, he had begun to despair of a son, and 
this confirmation of Grandcourt’s interest in the 
estates certainly tended to make his image and 
presence the more unwelcome; but, on the other 
hand, it carried circumstances which disposed Sir 
Hugo to take care that the relation between them 
should be kept as friendly as possible. It led 
him to dwell on a plan which had grown up side 
by side with his disappointment of an heir; 
namely, to try and secure Diplow as a future 
residence for Lady Mallinger and her daughters, 
and keep this pretty bit of the family inheritance 
for his own offspring in spite of that disappoint- 
ment. Such knowledge as he had of his nephew’s 
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disposition and affairs encouraged the belief that 
Grandcourt might consent to a transaction by 
which he would get a good sum of ready money, 
as an equivalent for his prospective interest in 
the domain of Diplow and the moderate amount 
of land attached to it. If, after all, the unhoped- 
for son should be born, the money would have 
been thrown away, and Grandcourt would have 
been paid for giving up interests that had turned 
out good for nothing ; but Sir Hugo set down this 
risk as nil, and of late years he had husbanded 
his fortune so well by the working of mines and 
the sale of leases that he was prepared for an 
outlay. 

Here was an object that made him careful to 
avoid any quarrel with Grandcourt. Some years 
before, when he was making improvements at the 
Abbey, and needed Grandcourt’s concurrence in 
his felling an obstructive mass of timber on the 
demesne, he had congratulated himself on finding 
that there was no active spite against him in his 
nephew’s peculiar mind; and nothing had since 
occurred to make them hate each other more than 
was compatible with perfect politeness, or witb 
any accommodation that could be strictly mutual. 

Grandcourt, on his side, thought his uncle a 
superfluity and a bore, and felt that the list of 
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things in general would be improved whenever 
Sir Hugo came to be expunged. But he had been 
made aware through Lush, always a useful me- 
dium, of the baronet’s inclinations concerning 
Diplow, and he was gratified to have the alterna- 
tive of the money in his mind: even if he had not 
thought it in the least likely that he would choose 
to accept it, his sense of power would have been 
flattered by his being able to refuse what Sir 
Hugo desired. The hinted transaction had told 
for something among the motives which had 
made him ask for a year’s tenancy of Diplow, 
which it had rather annoyed Sir Hugo to grant, 
because the excellent hunting in the neighbour- 
hood might decide Grandcourt not to part with 
his chance of future possession ;—a man who has 
two places, in one of which the hunting is less 
good, naturally desiring a third where it is better. 
Also, Lush had thrown out to Sir Hugo the pro- 
bability that Grandcourt would woo and win 
Miss Arrowpoint, and in that case ready money 
might be less of a temptation to him. Hence, 
on this unexpected meeting at Leubronn, the 
baronet felt much curiosity to know how things 
had been going on at Diplow, was bent on being 
as civil as possible to his nephew, and looked for- 
ward to some private chat with Lush. 
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Between Deronda and Grandcourt there was 
a more faintly marked but peculiar relation, de- 
pending on circumstances which have yet to be 
made known. But on no side was there any sign 
of suppressed chagrin on the first meeting at the 
table dhéte, an hour after Grandcourt’s arrival ; 
and when the quartette of gentlemen afterwards 
met on the terrace, without Lady Mallinger, they 
moved off together to saunter through the rooms, 
Sir Hugo saying as they entered the large saal— 

“Did you play much at Baden, Grandcourt ?” 

“No; I looked on and betted a little with some 
Russians there.” 

“Had you luck ?” 

“What did I win, Lush ?” 

“You brought away about two hundred,” said 
Lush. 

“You are not here for the sake of the play, 
then?” said Sir Hugo. 

“No; I don’t care about play now. It’s a 
confounded strain,” said Grandcourt, whose dia- 
mond ring and demeanour, as he moved along 
playing slightly with his whisker, were being a 
good deal stared at by rouged foreigners interested 
in a new milord. 

“The fact is, somebody should invent a mill to 
do amusements for you, my dear fellow,” said Sir 
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Hugo, “as the Tartars get their praying done. 
But I agree with you; I never cared for play. It’s 
monotonous — knits the brain up into meshes. 
And it knocks me up to watch it now. I suppose 
one gets poisoned with the bad air. I never stay 
here more than ten minutes. But where’s your 
gambling beauty, Deronda? Have you seen her 
lately ?” 

“She’s gone,” said Deronda, curtly. 

“An uncommonly fine girl, a perfect Diana,” 
said Sir Hugo, turning to Grandcourt again. 
“Really worth a little straining to look at her. 
I saw her winning, and she took it as coolly as 
if she had known it all beforehand. The same day 
Deronda happened to see her losing like wildfire, 
and she bore it with immense pluck. I suppose 
she was cleaned out, or was wise enough to stop 
in time. How do you know she’s gone ?” 

“Qh, by the Visitor-list,’ said Deronda, with a 
scarcely perceptible shrug. “ Vandernoodt told 
me her name was Harleth, and she was with the 
Baron and Baroness von Langen. I saw by the 
list that Miss Harleth was no longer there.” 

This held no further information for Lush than 
that Gwendolen had been gambling. He had 
already looked at the list, and ascertained that 
Gwendolen had gone, but he had no intention 
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of thrusting this knowledge on Grandcourt before 
he asked for it ; and he had not asked, finding it 
enough to believe that the object of search would 
turn up somewhere or other. 

But now Grandcourt had heard what was rather 
piquant, and not a word about Miss Harleth had 
been missed by him. After a moment’s pause he 
said to Deronda— 

“Do you know those people—the Langens ?” 

“T have talked with them a little since Miss 
Harleth went away. I knew nothing of them 
before.” 

“Where is she gone—do you know ?” 

“She is gone home,” said Deronda, coldly, as if 
he wished to say no more. But then, from a fresh 
impulse, he turned to look markedly at Grand- 
court, and added, “ But it is possible you know 
her. Her home is not far from Diplow: Offen- 
dene, near Wancester.” 

Deronda, turning to look straight at Grandcourt 
who was on his left hand, might have been a sub- 
ject for those old painters who liked contrasts of 
temperament. There was a calm intensity of life 
and richness of tint in his face that on a sudden 
gaze from him was rather startling, and often 
made him seem to have spoken, so that servants 
and officials asked him automatically, “ what did 
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you say, sir?” when he had been quite silent. 
Grandcourt himself felt an irritation, which he did 
not show except by a slight movement of the eye- 
lids, at Deronda’s turning round on him when he 
was not asked to do more than speak. But he 
answered, with his usual drawl, “ Yes, I know 
her,’ and paused with his shoulder towards 
Deronda, to look at the gambling. 

“ What of her, eh?” asked Sir Hugo of Lush, 
as the three moved on a little way. “She must 
be a new-comer at Offendene. Old Blenny lived 
there after the dowager died.” 

** A little too much of her,” said Lush, in a low, 
significant tone; not sorry to let Sir Hugo know 
the state of affairs. 

“Why? how?” said the baronet. They all 
moved out of the sa/on into a more airy promenade. 

“He has been on the brink of marrying her,” 
Lush went on. “But I hope it’s off now. She’s a 
niece of the clergyman—Gascoigne—at Pennicote. 
Her mother is a widow with a brood of daughters. 
This girl will have nothing, and is as dangerous 
as gunpowder. It would be a foolish marriage. 
But she has taken a freak against him, for she 
ran off here without notice, when he had agreed 
to call the next day. The fact is, he’s here after 
her; but he was in no great hurry, and between 
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his caprice and hers they are likely enough not 
to get together again. But of course he has lost 
his chance with the heiress.” 

Grandcourt joining them said, ‘‘ What a beastly 
den this is!—a worse hole than Baden. I shall 
go back to the hotel.” 

When Sir Hugo and Deronda were alone, the 
baronet began— 

“Rather a pretty story. That girl has some 
drama inher. She must be worth running after— 
has de l'umprévu. I think her appearance on the 
scene has bettered my chance of getting Diplow, 
whether the marriage comes off or not.” 
~ “T should hope a marriage like that would not 
come off,” said Deronda, in a tone of disgust. 

“What! are you a little touched with the sub- 
lime lash?” said Sir Hugo, putting up his glasses 
to help his short sight in looking at his com- 
panion. “ Are you inclined to run after her ?” 

“On the contrary,” said Deronda, “T should 
rather be inclined to run away from her.” 

“Why, you would easily cut out Grandcourt. 
A girl with her spirit would think you the finer 
match of the two,” said Sir Hugo, who often tried 
Deronda’s patience by finding a joke in impossible 
advice. (A difference of taste in jokes is a great 
strain on the affections.) 
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“TI suppose pedigree and land belong to a fine 
match,” said Deronda, coldly. 

“The best horse will win in spite of pedigree, 
my boy. Youremember Napoleon’s mot—Je suis 
ancétre,’ said Sir Hugo, who habitually under- 
valued birth, as men after dining well often agree 
that the good of life is distributed with wonderful 
equality. 

“T am not sure that I want to be an ancestor,” 
said Deronda. “It doesn’t seem to me the rarest 
sort of origination.” 

“ You won’t run after the pretty gambler, then ?” 
said Sir Hugo, putting down his glasses. 

“ Decidedly not.” 

This answer was perfectly truthful; nevertheless 
it had passed through Deronda’s mind that under 
other circumstances he should have given way to 
the interest this girl had raised in him, and tried 
to know more of her. But his history had given 
him a stronger bias in another direction. He felt - 
himself in no sense free, 
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CHAPTER XVI. 


Men, like planets, have both a visible and an invisible history. The 
astronomer threads the darkness with strict deduction, accounting so for 
every visible arc in the wanderer’s orbit ; and the narrator of human actions, 
if he did his work with the same completeness, would have to thread the 
hidden pathways of feeling and thought which lead up to every moment of 
action, and to those moments of intense suffering which take the quality 
of action—like the cry of Prometheus, whose chained anguish seems a 
greater energy than the sea and sky he invokes and the deity he defies. 


DERONDA’S circumstances, indeed, had been ex- 
ceptional. One moment had been burnt into his 
life as its chief epoch—a moment full of July 
sunshine and large pink roses shedding their last 
petals on a grassy court enclosed on three sides by 
a Gothic cloister. Imagine him in such a scene: 
a boy of thirteen, stretched prone on the grass 
where it was in shadow, his curly head propped 
on his arms over a book, while his tutor, also 
reading, sat on a camp-stool under shelter. 
Deronda’s book was Sismondi’s History of the 
Italian Republics:—the lad had a passion for 
history, eager to know how time had been filled 
up since the Flood, and how things were carried 
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on in the dull periods. Suddenly he let down his 
left arm and looked at his tutor, saying in purest 
boyish tones— 

“Mr Fraser, how was it that the popes and 
cardinals always had so many nephews ?” 

The tutor, an able young Scotchman who acted 
as Sir Hugo Mallinger’s secretary, roused rather 
unwillingly from his political economy, answered 
with the clear-cut, emphatic chant which makes 
a truth doubly telling in Scotch utterance— 

“Their owr children were called nephews.” 

“Why?” said Deronda. 

“Tt was just for the propriety of the thing; be- 
cause, as you know very well, priests don’t marry, 
and the children were illegitimate.” 

Mr Fraser, thrusting out his lower lip and making 
his chant of the last word the more emphatic for a 
little impatience at being interrupted, had already 
turned his eyes on his book again, while Deronda, 
as if something had stung him, started up in a 
sitting attitude with his back to the tutor. 

He had always called Sir Hugo Mallinger his 
uncle, and when it once occurred to him to ask 
about his father and mother, the baronet had 
answered, “ You lost your father and mother when 
you were quite a little one; that is why I take 
care of you.” Daniel then straining to discern some- 
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thing in that early twilight, had a dim sense of 
having been kissed very much, and surrounded by 
thin, cloudy, scented drapery, till his fingers caught 
in something hard, which hurt him, and he began 
to cry. Every other memory he had was of the 
little world in which he still lived. And at that 
time he did not mind about learning more, for 
he was too fond of Sir Hugo to be sorry for the 
loss of unknown parents. Life was very delight- 
ful to the lad, with an uncle who was always in- 
dulgent and cheerful—a fine man in the bright 
noon of life, whom Daniel thought absolutely 
perfect, and whose place was one of the finest in 
England, at once historical, romantic, and home- 
like: a picturesque architectural outgrowth from an 
abbey, which had still remnants of the old monastic 
trunk. Diplow lay in another county, and was 
a comparatively landless place which had come 
into the family from a rich lawyer on the female 
side, who wore the perruque of the Restoration ; 
whereas the Mallingers had the grant of Monk’s 
Topping under Henry the Eighth, and ages before 
had held the neighbouring lands of King’s Top- 
ping, tracing indeed their origin to a certain Hu- 
gues le Malingre, who came in with the Conqueror, 
—and also apparently with a sickly complexion, 
which had been happily corrected in his descend- 
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ants. Two rows of these descendants, direct and 
collateral, females of the male line, and males of 
the female, looked down in the gallery over the 
cloisters on the nephew Daniel as he walked there : 
men in armour with pointed beards and arched 
eyebrows, pinched ladies in hoops and ruffs with 
no face to speak of; grave-looking men in black 
velvet and stuffed hips, and fair, frightened women 
holding little boys by the hand; smiling politi- 
cians in magnificent perruques, and ladies of the 
prize-animal kind, with rosebud mouths and full 
eyelids, according to Lely; then a generation 
whose faces were revised and embellished in the 
taste of Kneller ; and so on through refined editions 
of the family types in the time of Reynolds and 
Romney, till the line ended with Sir Hugo and his 
younger brother Henleigh. This last had married 
Miss Grandcourt, and taken her name along with 
her estates, thus making a junction between two 
equally old families, impaling the three Saracens’ 
heads proper and three bezants of the one with 
the tower and falcons argent of the other, and, as 
it happened, uniting their highest advantages in 
the prospects of that Henleigh Mallinger Grand- 
court who is at present more of an acquaintance 
to us than either Sir Hugo or his nephew Daniel 
Deronda. 
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In Sir Hugo’s youthful portrait with rolled collar 
and high cravat, Sir Thomas Lawrence had done 
justice to the agreeable alacrity of expression and 
sanguine temperament still to be seen in the ori- 
ginal, but had done something more than justice in 
slightly lengthening the nose, which was in reality 
shorter than might have been expected in a Mal- 
linger. Happily the appropriate nose of the family 
reappeared in his younger brother, and was to be 
seen in all its. refined regularity in his nephew 
Mallinger Grandcourt. But in the nephew Daniel 
Deronda the family faces of various types, seen on 
the walls of the gallery, found no reflex. Still he 
was handsomer than any of them, and when he 
was thirteen might have served as model for any 
painter who wanted to image the most memorable 
of boys: you could hardly have seen his face 
thoroughly meeting yours without believing that 
human creatures had done nobly in times past, 
and might do more nobly in time to come. The 
finest childlike faces have this consecrating power, 
and make us shudder anew at all the grossness 
and basely-wrought griefs of the world, lest they 
should enter here and defile. 

But at this moment on the grass among the rose- 
petals, Daniel Deronda was making a first acquaint- 
ance with those griefs. A new idea had entered 
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his mind, and was beginning to change the aspect 
of his habitual feelings as happy careless voyagers 
are changed when the sky suddenly threatens and 
the thought of danger arises. He sat perfectly 
still with his back to the tutor, while his face ex- 
pressed rapid inward transition. The deep blush, 
which had come when he first started up, gradually 
subsided; but his features kept that indescribable 
look of subdued activity which often accompanies 
a new mental survey of familiar facts. He had not 
lived with other boys, and his mind showed the 
same blending of child’s ignorance with surprising 
knowledge which is oftener seen in bright girls. 
Having read Shakespeare as well as a great deal of 
history, he could have talked with the wisdom of 
a bookish child about men who were born out of 
wedlock and were held unfortunate in consequence, 
being under disadvantages which required them 


to be a sort of heroes if they were to work them--: 


selves up to an equal standing with their legally 
born brothers. But he had never brought such 
knowledge into any association with his own lot, 
which had been too easy for him ever to think about 
it—until this moment when there had darted into 
his mind with the magic of quick comparison, the 
possibility that here was the secret of his own 
birth, and that the man whom he called uncle was 
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really his father. Some children, even younger 
than Daniel, have known the first arrival of care, 
like an ominous irremovable guest in their tender 
lives, on the discovery that their parents, whom 
they had imagined able to buy everything, were 
poor and in hard money troubles. Daniel felt 
the presence of a new guest who seemed to come 
with an enigmatic veiled face, and to carry dimly- 
conjectured, dreaded revelations. The ardour 
which he had given to the imaginary world in 
his books suddenly rushed towards his own his- 
tory and spent its pictorial energy there, explain- 
ing what he knew, representing the unknown. 
The uncle whom he loved very dearly took the 
aspect of a father who held secrets about him— 
who had done him a wrong—yes, a wrong: and 
what had become of his mother, from whom he 
must have been taken away?—Secrets about 
which he, Daniel, could never inquire; for to 
speak or be spoken to about these new thoughts 
seemed like falling flakes of fire to his imagina- 
tion. Those who have known an impassioned 
childhood will understand this dread of utterance 
about any shame connected with their parents. 
The impetuous advent of new images took pos- 
session of him with the force of fact for the first 
time told, and left him no immediate power for 
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the reflection that he might be trembling at a 
fiction of his own. The terrible sense of collision 
between a strong rush of feeling and the dread of 
its betrayal, found relief at length in big slow 
tears, which fell without restraint until the voice 
of Mr Fraser was heard saying— 

“Daniel, do you see that you are sitting on the 
bent pages of your book ?” 

Daniel immediately moved the book without 
turning round, and after holding it before him for 
an instant, rose with it and walked away into the 
open grounds, where he could dry his tears un- 
observed. The first shock of suggestion past, he 
could remember that he had no certainty how 
things really had been, and that he had been 
making conjectures about his own history, as he 
had often made stories about Pericles or Columbus, 
just to fill up the blanks before they became 
famous. Only there came back certain facts 
which had an obstinate reality,—almost like the 
fragments of a bridge, telling you unmistakably 
how the arches lay. And again there came a 
mood in which his conjectures seemed like a 
doubt of religion, to be banished as an offence, 
and a mean prying after what he was not meant 
to know ; for there was hardly a delicacy of feel- 
ing this lad was not capable of. But the summing 
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up of all his fluctuating experience at this epoch 
was, that a secret impression had come to him 
which had given him something like a new sense 
in relation to all the elements of his life. And 
the idea that others probably knew things con- 
cerning him which they did not choose to men- 
tion, and which he would not have had them 
mention, set up in him a premature reserve which 
helped to intensify his inward experience. His 
ears were open now to words which before that 
July day would have passed by him unnoted; and 
round every trivial incident which imagination 
could connect with his suspicions, a newly-roused 
set of feelings were ready to cluster themselves. 
One such incident a month later wrought itself 
deeply into his life. Daniel had not only one of 
those thrilling boy voices which seem to bring 
an idyllic heaven and earth before our eyes, but 
a fine musical instinct, and had early made out 
accompaniments for himself on the piano, while he 
sang from memory. Since then he had had some 
teaching, and Sir Hugo, who delighted in the boy, 
used to ask for his music in the presence of guests. 
One morning after he had been singing “Sweet 
Echo” before a small party of gentlemen whom the 
rain had kept in the house,the baronet, passing from 
a smiling remark to his next neighbour, said— 
VOL. L U 
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“Come here, Dan!” 

The boy came forward with unusual reluctance. 
He wore an embroidered holland blouse which set 
off the rich colouring of his head and throat, and 
the resistant gravity about his mouth and eyes as 
he was being smiled upon, made their beauty the 
more impressive. Every one was admiring him. 

“What do you say to being a great singer? 
Should you like to be adored by the world and 
take the house by storm, like Mario and Tam- 
berlik ?” 

Daniel reddened instantaneously, but there was 
a just perceptible interval before he answered 
with angry decision— 

“No; I should hate it!” 

“Well, well, well!” said Sir Hugo, with sur- 
prised kindliness intended to be soothing. But 
Daniel turned away quickly, left the room, and 
going to his own chamber threw himself on the 
broad window-sill, which was a favourite retreat 
of his when he had nothing particular to do. Here 
he could see the rain gradually subsiding with 
gleams through the parting clouds which lit up 
a great reach of the park, where the old oaks stood 
apart from each other, and the bordering wood was 
pierced with a green glade which met the eastern 
sky. This was a scene which had always been part 
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of his home—part of the dignified ease which 
had been a matter of course in his life. And his 
ardent clinging nature had appropriated it all with 
affection. He knew a great deal of what it was to 
be a gentleman by inheritance, and without think- 
ing much about himself—for he was a boy of 
active perceptions and easily forgot his own ex- 
istence in that of Robert Bruce—he had never 
supposed that he could be shut out from such a 
lot, or have a very different part in the world from 
that of the uncle who petted him. It is possible 
(though not greatly believed in at present) to be 
fond of poverty and take it for a bride, to prefer 
scoured deal, red quarries, and whitewash for one’s 
private surroundings, to delight in no splendour 
but what has open doors for the whole nation, and 
to glory in having no privilege except such as 
nature insists on; and noblemen have been known 
to run away from elaborate ease and the option 
of idleness, that they might bind themselves for 
small pay to hard-handed labour. But Daniel’s 
tastes were altogether in keeping with his nurture : 
his disposition was one in which everyday scenes 
and habits beget not ennuz or rebellion, but delight, 
affection, aptitudes; and now the lad had been 
stung to the quick by the idea that his uncle— 
perhaps his father—thought of a career for him 
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which was totally unlike his own, and which he 
knew very well was not thought of among possible 
destinations for the sons of English gentlemen. 
He had often stayed in London with Sir Hugo, 
who to indulge the boy’s ear had carried him to 
the opera to hear the great tenors, so that the 
image of a singer taking the house by storm was 
very vivid to him; but now, spite of his musical 
gift, he set himself bitterly against the notion 
of being dressed up to sing before all those fine 
people who would not care about him except as 
a wonderful toy. That Sir Hugo should have 
thought of him in that position for a moment, 
seemed to Daniel an unmistakable proof that there 
was something about his birth which threw him 
out from the class of gentlemen to which the 
baronet belonged. Would it ever be mentioned 
to him? Would the time come when his 
uncle would tell him everything? He shrank 
from the prospect: in his imagination he pre- 
ferred ignorance. If his father had been wicked 
—Daniel inwardly used strong words, for he 
was feeling the injury done him as a maimed 
boy feels the crushed limb which for others is 
merely reckoned in an average of accidents— 
if his father had done any wrong, he wished it 
might never be spoken of to him: it was already a 
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cutting thought that such knowledge might be in 
other minds. Was it in Mr Fraser’s? probably not, 
else he would not have spoken in that way about 
the pope’s nephews: Daniel fancied, as older 
people do, that every one else’s consciousness was 
as active as his own on a matter which was vital 
to him. Did Turvey the valet know ?—and old 
Mrs French the housekeeper?—and Banks the 
bailiff, with whom he had ridden about the farms 
on his pony ?—And now there came back the re- 
collection of a day some years before when he was 
drinking Mrs Banks’s whey, and Banks said to 
his wife with a wink and a cunning laugh, “ He 
features the mother, eh?” At that time little 
Daniel had merely thought that Banks made a 
silly face, as the common farming men often did— 
laughing at what was not laughable; and he rather 
resented being winked at and talked of as if he 
did not understand everything. But now that 
small incident became information: it was to be 
reasoned on. How could he be like his mother 
and not like his father? His mother must have 
been a Mallinger, if Sir Hugo were his uncle. 
But no! His father might have been Sir Hugo’s 
brother and have changed his name, as Mr Henleigh 
Mallinger did when he married Miss Grandcourt. 
But then, why had he never heard Sir Hugo speak 
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of his brother Deronda, as he spoke of his brother 
Grandcourt? Daniel had never before cared 
about the family tree—only about that ancestor 
who had killed three Saracens in one encounter. 
But now his mind turned to a cabinet of estate- 
maps in the library, where he had once seen an 
illuminated parchment hanging out, that Sir Hugo 
said was the family tree. The phrase was new 
and odd to him—he was a little fellow then, hardly 
more than half his present age—and he gave it no 
precise meaning. He knew more now and wished 
that he could examine that parchment. He ima- 
gined that the cabinet was always locked, and 
longed to try it. But here he checked himself. 
He might be seen; and he would never bring him- 
self near even a silent admission of the sore that 
had opened in him. 

It is in such experiences of boy or girlhood, 
while elders are debating whether most education 
lies in science or literature, that the main lines of 
character are often laid down. If Daniel had been 
of a less ardently affectionate nature, the reserve 
about himself and the supposition that others had 
something to his disadvantage in their minds, 
might have turned into a hard, proud antagonism. 
But inborn lovingness was strong enough to keep 
itself level with resentment. There was hardly 
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any creature in his habitual world that he was not 
fond of; teasing them occasionally, of course—all 
except his uncle, or “Nunc,” as Sir Hugo had 
taught him to say ; for the baronet was the reverse 
of a strait-laced man, and left his dignity to take 
care of itself. Him Daniel loved in that deep- 
rooted filial way which makes children always the 
happier for being in the same room with father or 
mother, though their occupations may be quite 
apart. Sir Hugo’s watch-chain and seals, his hand- 
writing, his mode of smoking and of talking to his 
dogs and horses, had all a rightness and charm 
_about them to the boy which went along with the 
happiness of morning and breakfast-time. That 
Sir Hugo had always been a Whig, made Tories 
and Radicals equally opponents of the truest and 
best; and the books he had written were all seen 
under the same consecration of loving belief which 
differenced what was his from what was not his, 
in spite of general resemblance. Those writings 
were various, from volumes of travel in the bril- 
lant style, to articles on things in general, and 
pamphlets on political crises ; but to Daniel they 
were alike in having an unquestionable rightness 
by which other people’s information could be tested. 

Who cannot imagine the bitterness of a first 
suspicion that something in this object of com- 
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plete love was not quite right? Children demand 
that their heroes should be fleckless, and easily 
believe them so: perhaps a first discovery to the 
contrary is hardly a less revolutionary shock to a 
passionate child than the threatened downfall of 
habitual beliefs which makes the world seem to 
totter for us in maturer life. 

But some time after this renewal of Daniel’s 
agitation it appeared that Sir Hugo must have 
been making a merely playful experiment in his 
question about the singing. He sent for Daniel 
into the library, and looking up from his writing 
as the boy entered threw himself sideways in his 
arm-chair. “Ah, Dan!” he said kindly, drawing 
one of the old embroidered stools close to him. 
“ Come and sit down here.” 

Daniel obeyed, and Sir Hugo put a gentle hand 
on his shoulder, looking at him affectionately. 

“What is it, my boy? Have you heard any- 
thing that has put you out of spirits lately?” 

Daniel was determined not to let the tears come, 
but he could not speak. 

“ All changes are painful when people have 
been happy, you know,” said Sir Hugo, lifting his 
hand from the boy’s shoulder to his dark curls 
and rubbing them gently. “You can’t be educated 
exactly as I wish you to be without our parting. 
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And I think you will find a great deal to like at 
school.” 

This was not what Daniel expected, and was so 
far a relief, which gave him spirit to answer— 

_ “Am T to go to school ?” 

“Yes, I mean you to go to Eton. I wish you 
to have the education of an English gentleman; 
and for that it is necessary that you should go to 
a public school in preparation for the university : 
Cambridge I mean you to go to; it was my own 
university.” 

Daniel’s colour came and went. 

“What do you say, sirrah?” said Sir Hugo, 
smiling. 

“T should like to be a gentleman,” said Daniel, 
with firm distinctness, “and go to school, if that 
is what a gentleman’s son must do.” 

Sir Hugo watched him silently for a few 
moments, thinking he understood now why the 
lad had seemed angry at the notion of becoming 
a singer. Then he said tenderly— 

“ And so you won’t mind about leaving your 
old Nunc ?” 

“Yes, I shall,” said Daniel, clasping Sir Hugo’s 
caressing arm with both his hands. “ But shan’t 
I come home and be with you in the holidays 2” 

“Oh yes, generally,” said Sir Hugo. “ But now 
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I mean you to go at once to a new tutor, to break 
the change for you before you go to Eton.” 

After this interview Daniel’s spirit rose again. 
He was meant to be a gentleman, and in some 
unaccountable way it might be that his conjec- 
tures were all wrong. The very keenness of the 
lad taught him to find comfort in. his ignorance. 
While he was busying his mind in the construc- 
tion of possibilities, it became plain to him that 
there must be possibilities of which he knew 
nothing. He left off brooding, young joy and 
the spirit of adventure not being easily quenched 
within him, and in the interval before his going 
away he sang about the house, danced among the 
old servants, making them parting gifts, and in- 
sisted many times to the groom on the care that 
was to be taken of the black pony. 

“Do you think I shall know much less than 
the other boys, Mr Fraser?” said Daniel. It was 
his bent to think that every stranger would be 
surprised at his ignorance: 

“There are dunces to be found everywhere,” 
said the judicious Fraser. “You'll not be the 
biggest ; but you’ve not the makings of a Porson 
in you, or a Leibnitz either.” 

“T don’t want to be a Porson or a Leibnitz,” 
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said Daniel. “I would rather be a greater leader, 
like Pericles or Washington.” 

“ Ay, ay; you've a notion they did with little 
parsing,:and less algebra,” said Fraser. But in 
reality he thought his pupil a remarkable lad, to 
whom one thing was as easy as another if he had 
only a mind to it. 

Things went very well with Daniel in his new 
world, except that a boy with whom he was at 
once inclined to strike up a close friendship talked 
to him a great deal about his home and parents, 
and seemed to expect a like expansiveness in 
return. Daniel immediately shrank into reserve, 
and this experience remained a check on his 
naturally strong bent towards the formation of 
intimate friendships. Every one, his tutor in- 
cluded, set him down as a reserved boy, though 
he was so good-humoured and unassuming, as well 
as quick both at study and sport, that nobody 
called his reserve disagreeable. Certainly his face 
had a great deal to do with that favourable inter- 
pretation; but in this instance the beauty of the 
closed lips told no falsehood. 

A surprise that came to him before his first 
vacation, strengthened the silent consciousness of 
_a grief within, which might be compared in some 
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ways with Byron’s susceptibility about his de- 
formed foot. Sir Hugo wrote word that he was 
married to Miss Raymond, a sweet lady whom 
Daniel must remember having seen. The event 
would make no difference about his spending the 
vacation at the Abbey; he would find Lady Mal- 
linger a new friend whom he would be sure to 
love,—and much more to the usual effect when a 
man, having done something agreeable to himself, 
is disposed to congratulate others on his own 
good fortune, and the deducible satisfactoriness of 
events in general. 

Let Sir Hugo be partly excused until the 
grounds of his action can be more fully known. 
The mistakes in his behaviour to Deronda were 
due to that dulness towards what may be going 
on in other minds, especially the minds of chil- - 
dren, which is among the commonest deficiencies 
even in good-natured men like him, when life has 
been generally easy to themselves, and their ener- 
gies have been quietly spent in feeling gratified. 
No one was better aware than he that Daniel was 
generally suspected to be his own son. But he 
was pleased with that suspicion; and his imagina- 
tion had never once been troubled with the way 
in which the boy himself might be affected, either 
then or in the future, by the enigmatic aspect of 
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his circumstances. He was as fond of him as could 
be, and meant the best by him. And considering 
the lightness with which the preparation of young 
lives seems to lie on respectable consciences, Sir 
Hugo Mallinger can hardly, be held open to 
exceptional reproach. He had been a bachelor 
till he was five-and-forty, had always been re- 
garded as a fascinating man of elegant tastes; 
what could be more natural, even according to 
the index of language, than that he should have a 
beautiful boy like the little Deronda to take care 
of? The mother might even perhaps be in the 
ereat world—met with in Sir Hugo’s residences 
abroad. The only person to feel any objection 
was the boy himself, who could not have been 
consulted. And the boy’s objections had never 
been dreamed of by anybody but himself. 

By the time Deronda was ready to go to 
Cambridge, Lady Mallinger had already three 
daughters—charming babies, all three, but whose 
sex was announced as a melancholy alternative, 
the offspring desired being a son: if Sir Hugo had 
no son the succession must go to his nephew 
Mallinger Grandcourt. Daniel no longer held a 
wavering opinion about his own birth. His fuller 
knowledge had tended to convince him that Sir 
Hugo was his father, and he conceived that the 
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baronet, since he never approached a communica- 
tion on the subject, wished him to have a tacit 
understanding of the fact, and to accept in silence 
what would be generally considered more than 
the due love and nurture. Sir Hugo’s marriage 
might certainly have been felt as a new ground of 
resentment by some youths in Deronda’s position, 
and the timid Lady Mallinger with her fast-com- 
ing little ones might have been images to scowl 
at, as likely to divert much that was disposable 
in the feelings and possessions of the baronet from 
one who felt his own claim to be prior. But 
hatred of innocent human obstacles was a form of 
moral stupidity not in Deronda’s grain; even the 
indignation which had long mingled itself with 
his affection for Sir Hugo took the quality of pain 
rather than of temper; and as his mind ripened to 
the idea of tolerance towards error, he habitually 
linked the idea with his own silent grievances. 
The sense of an entailed disadvantage—the 
deformed foot doubtfully hidden by the shoe, 
makes a restlessly active spiritual yeast, and easily 
turns a self-centred, unloving nature into an 
Ishmaelite. But in the rarer sort, who presently 
see their own frustrated claim as one among a 
myriad, the inexorable sorrow takes the form of 
fellowship and makes the imagination tender. 
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Deronda’s early - wakened susceptibility, charged 
at first with ready indignation and resistant pride, 
had raised in him a premature reflection on cer- 
tain questions of life; it had given a bias to his 
conscience, a sympathy with certain ills, and a 
tension of resolve in certain directions, which 
marked him off from other youths much more than 
any talents he possessed. 

One day near the end of the Long Vacation, 
when he had been making a tour in the Rhine- 
land with his Eton tutor, and was come for a 
farewell stay at the Abbey before going to Cam- 
bridge, he said to Sir Hugo— 

“What do you intend me to be, sir?” They 
were in the library, and it was the fresh morning. 
Sir Hugo had called him in to read a letter from 
a Cambridge Don who was to be interested in 
him; and since the baronet wore an air at once 
business-like and leisurely, the moment seemed 
propitious for entering on a grave subject which 
had never yet been thoroughly discussed. 

“Whatever your inclination leads you to, my 
boy. I thought it right to give you the option of 
the army, but you shut the door on that, and I 
was glad. I don’t expect you to choose just yet 
—by-and-by, when you have looked about you a 
little more and tried your mettle among older men. 
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The university has a good wide opening into the 
forum, There are prizes to be won, and a bit of 
good fortune often gives the turn to a man’s 
taste. From what I see and hear, I should think 
you can take up anything you like. You are in 
deeper water with your classics than I ever got 
into, and if you are rather sick of that swimming, 
Cambridge is the place where you can go into 
mathematics with a will, and disport yourself on 
the dry sand as much as you like. I floundered 
along like a carp.” 

“T suppose money will make some difference, 
sir,” said Daniel, blushing. “TI shall have to keep 
myself by-and-by.” 

“Not exactly. I recommend you not to be 
extravagant—yes, yes, I know—you are not in- 
clined to that ;—but you need not take up any- 
thing against the grain. You will have a bachelor’s 
income—enough for you to look about with. 
Perhaps I had better tell you that you may con- 
sider yourself secure of seven hundred a-year. 
You might make yourself a barrister—be a writer 
—take up politics. I confess that is what would 


please me best. I should like to have you at my . 


elbow and pulling with me.” 
Deronda looked embarrassed. He felt that 
he ought to make some sign of gratitude, but 
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other feelings clogged his tongue. A moment was 
passing by in which a question about his birth 
was throbbing within him, and yet it seemed more 
impossible than ever that the question should find 
vent—more impossible than ever that he could 
hear certain things from Sir Hugo’s lips. The 
liberal way in which he was dealt with was the 
more striking because the baronet had of late 
cared particularly for money, and for making the 
utmost of his life-interest in the estate by way of 
providing for his daughters; and as all this flashed 
through Daniel’s mind it was momentarily within 
his imagination that the provision for him might 
come in some way from his mother. But such 
vaporous conjecture passed away as quickly as it 
came. 

Sir Hugo appeared not to notice anything pecu- 
har in Daniel’s manner, and presently went on with 
his usual chatty liveliness. 

“Tm glad you have done some good reading 
outside your classics, and have got a grip of French 
and German. The truth is, unless a man can get 
the prestige and income of a Don and write 
donnish books, it’s hardly worth while for him to 
make a Greek and Latin machine of himself and 
be able to spin you out pages of the Greek 
dramatists at any verse you'll give him as a cue. 

VOL. I. x 
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That’s all very fine, but in practical life nobody 
does give you the cue for pages of Greek. In 
fact it’s a nicety of conversation which I would 
have you attend to—much quotation of any 
sort, even in English, is bad. It tends to choke 
ordinary remark. One couldn't carry on life com- 
fortably without a little blindness to the fact that 
everything has been said better than we can put 
it ourselves. But talking of Dons, I have seen 
Dons make a capital figure in society; and occa- 
sionally he can shoot you down a cartload of 
learning in the right place, which will tell in 
politics. Such men are wanted; and if you have 
any turn for being a Don, I say nothing against 
it.” 

“T think there’s not much chance of that. 
Quicksett and Puller are both stronger than I am. 
I hope you will not be much disappointed if I 
don’t come out with high honours.” 

“No, no. I should like you to do yourself 
credit, but for God’s sake don’t come out as a 
superior expensive kind of idiot, like young 
Brecon, who got a Double First, and has been 
learning to knit braces ever since. What I wish 
you to get is a passport in life. I don’t go against 
our university system: we want a little disin- 
terested culture to make head against cotton and 
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capital, especially in the House. My Greek has 
all evaporated: if I had to construe a verse on a 
sudden, I should get an apoplectic fit. But it 
formed my taste. I daresay my English is the 
better for it.” 

On this point Daniel kept a respectful silence. 
The enthusiastic belief in Sir Hugo’s writings as 
a standard, and in the Whigs as the chosen race 
among politicians, had gradually vanished along 

with the seraphic boy’s face. He had not been 
the hardest of workers at Eton. Though some 
kinds of study and reading came as easily as boat- 
ing to him, he was not of the material that usu- 
ally makes the first-rate Eton scholar. There had 
sprung up in him a meditative yearning after 
wide knowledge which is likely always to abate 
ardour in the fight for prize acquirement in nar- 
row tracks. Happily he was modest, and took any 
second-rateness in himself simply as a fact, not 
as a marvel necessarily to be accounted for by a 
superiority. Still Mr Fraser’s high opinion of the 
lad had not been altogether belied by the- youth: 
Daniel had the stamp of rarity in a subdued fer- 
vour of sympathy, an activity of imagination on 
behalf of others, which did not show itself effu- 
sively, but was continually seen in acts of consid- 
erateness that struck his companions as moral 


324 DANIEL DERONDA. 


eccentricity. “Deronda would have been first- 
rate if he had had more ambition”—was a frequent 
remark about him. But how could a fellow push 
his way properly when he objected to swop for 
his own advantage, knocked under by choice 
when he was within an inch of victory, and, un- 
like the great Clive, would rather be the calf 
than the butcher? It was a mistake, however, to 
suppose that Deronda had not his share of ambi- 
tion: we know he had suffered keenly from the 
belief that there was a tinge of dishonour in his 
lot ; but there are some cases, and his was one of 
them, in which the sense of injury breeds—not 
the will to inflict injuries and climb over them 
as a ladder, but—a hatred of all injury. He had 
his flashes of fierceness, and could hit out upon 
occasion, but the occasions were not always what 
might have been expected. For in what related 
to himself his resentful impulses had been early 
checked by a mastering affectionateness. Love 
has a habit of saying “ Never mind” to angry self, 
who, sitting down for the nonce in the lower place, 
by-and-by gets used to it. So it was that as 
Deronda approached manhood his feeling for Sir 
Hugo, while it was getting more and more mixed 
with criticism, was gaining in that sort of allow- 
ance which reconciles criticism with tenderness. 
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The dear old beautiful home and everything with- 
in it, Lady Mallinger and her little ones included, 
were consecrated for the youth as they had been 
for the boy—only with a certain difference of light 
on the objects. The altar-piece was no longer 
miraculously perfect, painted under infallible 
guidance, but the human hand discerned in the 
work was appealing to a reverent tenderness safer 
from the gusts of discovery. Certainly Deronda’s 
ambition, even in his spring-time, lay exception- 
ally aloof from conspicuous, vulgar triumph, and 
from other ugly forms of boyish energy ; perhaps 
because he was early impassioned by ideas, and 
burned his fire on those heights. One may spend 
a good deal of energy in disliking and resisting 
what others pursue, and a boy who is fond of 
somebody else’s pencil-case may not be more 
energetic than another who is fond of giving his 
own pencil-case away. Still, it was not Deronda’s 
disposition to escape from ugly scenes: he was 
more inclined to sit through them and take care 
of the fellow least able to take care of himself. 
It had helped to make him popular that he was 
sometimes a little compromised by this apparent 
comradeship. For a meditative interest in learn- 
ing how human miseries are wrought—as preco- 
cious in him as another sort of genius in the poet 
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who writes a Queen Mab at nineteen—was so in- 
fused with kindliness that it easily passed for com- 
radeship. Enough. In many of our neighbours’ 
lives, there is much not only of error and lapse, 
but of a certain exquisite goodness which can 
never be written or even spoken—only divined 
by each of us, according to the inward instruc- 
tion of our own privacy. 

The impression he made at Cambridge corre- 
sponded to his position at Eton. Every one in- 
terested in him agreed that he might have taken 
a high place if his motives had been of a more 


pushing sort, and if he had not, instead of regard-- 


ing studies as instruments of success, hampered 
himself with the notion that they were to feed 
motive and opinion—a notion which set him 
criticising methods and arguing against his freight 
and harness when he should have been using all 
his might to pull. In the beginning his work at 
the university had a new zest for him : indifferent 
to the continuation of the Eton classical drill, he 
applied himself vigorously to mathematics, for 
which he had shown an early aptitude under Mr 
Fraser, and he had the delight of feeling his 
strength in a comparatively fresh exercise of 
thought. That delight, and the favourable opinion 
of his tutor, determined him to try for a mathe- 
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matical scholarship in the Easter of his second 
year: he wished to gratify Sir Hugo by some 
achievement, and the study of the higher mathe- 
matics, having the growing fascination inherent 
in all thinking which demands intensity, was 
making him a more exclusive worker than he 
had been before. 

But here came the old check which had been 
growing with his growth. He found the inward 
bent towards comprehension and thoroughness 
diverging more and more from the track marked 
out by the standards of examination: he felt a 
heightening discontent with the wearing futility 
and enfeebling strain of a demand for excessive 
retention and dexterity without any insight into 
the principles which form the vital connections 
of knowledge. (Deronda’s undergraduateship oc- 
curred fifteen years ago, when the perfection of 
our university methods was not yet indisputable.) 
In hours when his dissatisfaction was strong upon 
him he reproached himself for having been at- 
tracted by the conventional advantage of belonging 
to an English university, and was tempted to- 
wards the project of asking Sir Hugo to let him 
quit Cambridge and pursue a more independent 
line of study abroad. The germs of this inclina- 
tion had been already stirring in his boyish love 
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of universal history, which made him want to be 
at home in foreign countries, and follow in ima- 
gination the travelling students of the middle 
ages. He longed now to have the sort of appren- 
ticeship to life which would not shape him too 
definitely, and rob him of the choice that might 
come from afree growth. One sees that Deronda’s 
demerits were likely to be on the side of reflective 
hesitation, and this tendency was encouraged by 
his position: there was no need for him to get 
an immediate income, or to fit himself in haste 
for a profession; and his sensibility to the half- 
known facts of his parentage made him an excuse 
for lingering longer than others in a state of social 
neutrality. Other men, he inwardly said, had a 
more definite place and duties. But the project 
which flattered his inclination might not have gone 
beyond the stage of ineffective brooding, if certain 
circumstances had not quickened it into action. 
The circumstances arose out of an enthusiastic 
friendship which extended into his after - life. 
Of the same year with himself, and occupying 
small rooms close to his, was a youth who had 
come as an exhibitioner from Christ’s Hospital, 
and had eccentricities enough for a Charles Lamb. 
Only to look at his pinched features and blond 
hair hanging over his collar reminded one of pale 
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quaint heads by early German painters ; and when 
this faint colouring was lit up by a joke, there 
came sudden creases about the mouth and eyes 
which might have been moulded by the soul of 
an aged humorist. His father, an engraver of 
some distinction, had been dead eleven years, and 
his mother had three girls to educate and main- 
tain on a meagre annuity. Hans Meyrick—he 
had been daringly christened after Holbein—felt 
himself the pillar, or rather the knotted and twisted 
trunk, round which these feeble climbing plants 
must cling. There was no want of ability or of 
honest well-meaning affection to make the prop 
trustworthy: the ease and quickness with which 
he studied might serve him to win prizes at Cam- 
bridge, as he had done among the Blue Coats, in 
spite of irregularities. The only danger was, that 
the incalculable tendencies in him might be fa- 
tally timed, and that his good intentions might be 
frustrated by some act which was not due to habit 
but to capricious, scattered impulses. He could 
not be said to have any one bad habit; yet at 
longer or shorter intervals he had fits of impish 
recklessness, and did things that would have 
made the worst habits. 

Hans in his right mind, however, was a lov- 
able creature, and in Deronda he had happened to 
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find a friend who was likely to stand by him with 
the more constancy, from compassion for these 
brief aberrations that might bring a long re- 
pentance. Hans, indeed, shared Deronda’s rooms 
nearly as much as he used his own: to Deronda 
he poured himself out on his studies, his affairs, 
his hopes; the poverty of his home, and his love 
for the creatures there; the itching of his fingers 
to draw, and his determination to fight it away 
for the sake of getting some sort of plum that he 
might divide with his mother and the girls. He 
wanted no confidence in return, but seemed to 
take Deronda as an Olympian who needed noth- 
ing—an egotism in friendship which is common 
enough with mercurial, expansive natures. De- 
ronda was content, and gave Meyrick all the in- 
terest he claimed, getting at last a brotherly 
anxiety about him, looking after him in his er- 
ratic moments, and contriving by adroitly deli- 
cate devices not only to make up for his friend’s 
lack of pence, but to save him from threatening 
chances. Such friendship easily becomes tender: 
the one spreads strong sheltering wings that de- 
light in spreading, the other gets the warm pro- 
tection which is also a delight. Meyrick was 
going in for a classical scholarship, and his suc- 
cess, in various ways momentous, was the more 
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probable from the steadying influence of Deronda’s 
friendship. 
- But an imprudence of Meyrick’s, committed 
at the beginning of the autumn term, threatened 
to disappoint his hopes. With his usual alter- 
nation between unnecessary expense and self- 
privation, he had given too much money for an 
old engraving which fascinated him, and to make 
up for it, had come from London in a third-class 
carriage with his eyes exposed to a bitter wind 
and any irritating particles the wind might drive 
before it. The consequence was a severe inflam- 
mation of the eyes, which for some time hung 
over him the threat of a lasting injury. This 
crushing trouble called out all Deronda’s readi- 
ness to devote himself, and he made every other 
occupation secondary to that of being companion 
and eyes to Hans, working with him and for him 
at his classics, that if possible his chance of the 
classical scholarship might be saved. Hans, to 
keep the knowledge of his suffering from his 
mother and sisters, alleged his work as a reason 
for passing the Christmas at Cambridge, and his 
friend stayed up with him. 

Meanwhile Deronda relaxed his hold on his 
mathematics, and Hans, reflecting on this, at 
length said, “Old fellow, while you are hoisting 
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me you are risking yourself. With your mathe- 
matical cram one may be like Moses or Mahomet 
or somebody of that sort who had to cram, and 
forgot in one day what it had taken him forty to 
learn.” 

Deronda would not admit that he cared about 
the risk, and he had really been beguiled into a 
little indifference by double sympathy: he was 
very anxious that Hans should not miss the 
much-needed scholarship, and he felt a revival 
of interest in the old studies. Still, when Hans, 
rather late in the day, got able to use his own 
eyes, Deronda had tenacity enough to try hard 
and recover his lost ground. He failed, however ; 
but he had the satisfaction of seeing Meyrick win. 

Success, as a sort of beginning that urged com- 
pletion, might have reconciled Deronda to his 
university course; but the emptiness of all things, 
from politics to pastimes, is never so striking to 
cus as when we fail in themm The loss of the per- 
sonal triumph had no severity for him, but the 
sense of having spent his time ineffectively in 
a mode of working which had been against the 
grain, gave him a distaste for any renewal of the 
process, which turned his imagined project of 
quitting Cambridge into a serious intention. In 
speaking of his intention to Meyrick he made it 
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appear that he was glad of the turn events had 
taken—glad to have the balance dip decidedly, 
and feel freed from his hesitations; but he ob- 
served that he must of course submit to any 
strong objection on the part of Sir Hugo. 
Meyrick’s joy and gratitude were disturbed 
by much uneasiness. He believed in Deronda’s 
alleged preference, but he felt keenly that in 
serving him Daniel had placed himself at a dis- 
advantage in Sir Hugo’s opinion, and he said 
mournfully, “If you had got the scholarship, Sir 
Hugo would have thought that you asked to leave 
us with’ better grace. You have spoilt your luck 
for my sake, and I can do nothing to mend it.” 
“Yes, you can; you are to be a first-rate fellow. 
I call that a first-rate investment of my luck.” 
“Oh, confound it! You save an ugly mongrel 
from drowning, and expect him to cut a fine 
figure. The poets have made tragedies enough 
about signing one’s self over to wickedness for 
the sake of getting something plummy; I shall 
write a tragedy of a fellow who signed himself 
over to be good, and was uncomfortable ever 
after.” 
But Hans lost no time in secretly writing the 
history of the affair to Sir Hugo, making it plain 
that but for Deronda’s generous devotion he could 
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hardly have failed to win the prize he had been 
working for. 

The two friends went up to town together: 
Meyrick to rejoice with his mother and the girls 
in their little home at Chelsea; Deronda to carry 
out the less easy task of opening his mind to Sir 
Hugo. He relied a little on the baronet’s general 
tolerance of eccentricities, but he expected more 
opposition than he met with. He was received 
with even warmer kindness than usual, the fail- 
ure was passed over lightly, and when he detailed 
his reasons for wishing to quit the university 
and go to study abroad, Sir Hugo sat #r some 
time in a silence which was rather meditative 
than surprised. At last he said, looking at Daniel 
with examination, ‘So you don’t want to be an 
Englishman to the backbone after all?” 

“T want to be an Englishman, but I want to 
understand other points of view. And I want to 
get rid of a merely English attitude in studies.” 

“T see; you don’t want to be turned out in 
the same mould as every other youngster. And 
I have nothing to say against your doffing some 
of our national prejudices. I feel the better my- 
self for having spent a good deal of my time 
abroad. But, for God’s sake, keep an English 
cut, and don’t become indifferent to bad tobacco! 
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And—my dear boy—it is good to be unselfish and 
generous; but don’t carry that too far. It will 
not do to give yourself to be melted down for 
the benefit of the tallow-trade; you must know 
where to find yourself. However, I shall put no 
veto on your going. Wait until I can get off 
Committee, and I'll run over with you.” 

So Deronda went according to his will, But 
not before he had spent some hours with Hans 
Meyrick, and been introduced to the mother and 
sisters in the Chelsea home. The shy girls watched 
and registered every look of their brother’s 
friend, declared by Hans to have been the sal- 
vation of him, a fellow like nobody else, and, in 
fine, a brick. They so thoroughly accepted De- 
ronda as an ideal, that when he was gone the 
youngest set to work, under the criticism of the 
two elder girls, to paint him as Prince Camaral- 
zaman. 


336 


CHAPTER XVII. 


“ This is true the poet sings, 

That a sorrow’s crown of sorrow 

Is remembering happier things.” 
—Tennyson : In Memoriam. 


ON a fine evening near the end of July, Deronda 
was rowing himself on the Thames. It was 
already a year or more since he had come back to 
England, with the understanding that his educa- 
tion was finished, and that he was somehow to 
take his place in English society; but though, 
in deference to Sir Hugo’s wish, and to fence off 
idleness, he had begun to read law, this apparent 
decision had been without other result than to 
deepen the roots of indecision. His old love of 
boating had revived with the more force now that 
he was in town with the Mallingers, because he 
could nowhere else get the same still seclusion 
which the river gave him. He had a boat of his 
own at Putney, and whenever Sir Hugo did not 
want him, it was his chief holiday to row till past 
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sunset and come in again with the stars. Not 
that he was in a sentimental stage; but he was in 
another sort of contemplative mood perhaps more 
common in the young men of our day—that of 
questioning whether it were worth while to take 
part in the battle of the world: I mean, of course, 
the young men in whom the unproductive labour 
of questioning is sustained by three or five per 
cent on capital which somebody else has battled 
for. It puzzled Sir Hugo that one who made a 
splendid contrast with all that was. sickly and 
puling should be hampered with ideas which, 
since they left an accomplished Whig like him- 
self unobstructed, could be no better than spectral 
illusions ; especially as Deronda set himself against 
authorship—a vocation which is understood to 
turn foolish thinking into funds. 

Rowing in his dark-blue shirt and skull-cap, 
his curls closely clipped, his mouth beset with 
abundant soft waves of beard, he bore only dis- 
guised traces of the seraphic boy “ trailing clouds 
of glory.” Still, even one who had never seen 
him since his boyhood might have looked at him 
with slow recognition, due perhaps to the pecu- 
liarity of the gaze which Gwendolen chose to 
call “ dreadful,” though it had really a very mild 
sort of scrutiny. The voice, sometimes audible in 
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subdued snatches of song, had turned out merely 
a high barytone; indeed, only to look at his lithe 
powerful frame and the firm gravity of his face 
would have been enough for an experienced guess 
that he had no rare and ravishing tenor such as 
nature reluctantly makes at some sacrifice. Look 
at his hands: they are not small and dimpled, 
with tapering fingers that seem to have only a 
deprecating touch: they are long, flexible, firmly- 
grasping hands, such as Titian has painted in a 
picture where he wanted to show the combination 
of refinement with force. And there is something 
of a likeness, too, between the faces belonging to 
the hands—in both the uniform pale-brown skin, 
the perpendicular brow, the calmly penetrating 
eyes. Not seraphic any longer: thoroughly ter- 
restrial and manly; but still of a kind to raise 
belief in a human dignity which can afford to 
acknowledge poor relations. 

Such types meet us here and there among 
average conditions; in a workman, for example, 
whistling over a bit of measurement and lifting 
his eyes to answer our question about the road. 
And often the grand meanings of faces as well as 
of written. words may lie chiefly in the impressions 
of those who look on them. But it is precisely 
such impressions that happen just now to be of 
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importance in relation to Deronda, rowing on the 
Thames in a very ordinary equipment for a young 
Englishman at leisure, and passing under Kew 
Bridge with no thought of an adventure in which 
his appearance was likely to play any part. In 
fact, he objected very strongly to the notion, which 
others had not allowed him to escape, that his 
appearance was of a kind to draw attention; and 
hints of this, intended to be complimentary, found 
an angry resonance in him, coming from mingled 
experiences, to which a clue has already been 
given. His own face in the glass had during 
many years been associated for him with thoughts 
of some one whom he must be like—one about 
whose character and lot he continually wondered, 
and never dared to ask. 

In the neighbourhood of Kew Bridge, between 
six and seven o’clock, the river was no solitude. 
Several persons were sauntering on the towing- 
path, and here and there a boat was plying. 
Deronda had been rowing fast to get over this 
spot, when, becoming aware of a great barge ad- 
vancing towards him, he guided his boat aside, and 
rested on his oar within a couple of yards of the 
river-brink. He was all the while unconsciously 
continuing the low-toned chant which had 
haunted his throat all the way up the river—the 


340 DANIEL DERONDA. 


gondolier’s song in the ‘ Otello? where Rossini 
has worthily set to music the immortal words of 
Dante— 


** Nessun maggior dolore 
Che ricordarsi del tempo felice 
Nella miseria :”* 


and, as he rested on his oar, the pianissimo fall of 
the melodic wail “nella miseria” was distinctly 
audible on the brink of the water. Three or four 
persons had paused at various spots to watch the 
barge passing the bridge, and doubtless included 
in their notice the young gentleman in the boat ; 
but probably it was only to one ear that the low 
vocal sounds came with more significance than if 
they had been an insect murmur amidst the sum 
of current noises. Deronda, awaiting the barge, 
now turned his head to the river-side, and saw at 
a few yards’ distance from him a figure which 
might have been an impersonation of the misery 
he was unconsciously giving voice to: a girl 
hardly more than eighteen, of low slim figure, 
with most delicate little face, her dark curls 
pushed behind her ears under a large black hat, 
a long woollen cloak over her shoulders. Her 
hands were hanging down clasped before her, and 


* Dante’s words are best rendered by our own poet in the lines 
at the head of the chapter. 
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her eyes were fixed on the river with a look 
of immovable, statue-like. despair. This strong 
arrest of his attention made him cease singing: 
apparently his voice had entered her inner world 
without her having taken any note of whence it 
came, for when it suddenly ceased she changed 
her attitude slightly, and, looking round with a 
frightened glance, met Deronda’s face. It was 
but a couple of moments, but that seems a long 
while for two people to look straight at each 
other. Her look was something like that of a 
fawn or other gentle animal before it turns to 
run away: no blush, no special alarm, but only 
some timidity which yet could not hinder her 
from a long look before she turned. In fact, it 
seemed to Deronda that she was only half-con- 
scious of her surroundings: was she hungry, or 
was there some other cause of bewilderment ? 
He felt an outleap of interest and compassion 
towards her; but the next instant she had turned 
and walked away to a neighbouring bench under 
a tree. He had no right to linger and watch her: 
poorly-dressed, melancholy women are common 
sights ; it was only the delicate beauty, the pic- 
turesque lines and colour of the image that were 
exceptional, and these conditions made it the 
more markedly impossible that he should obtrude 
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his interest upon her. He began to row away, 
and was soon far up the river; but no other 
thoughts were busy enough quite to expel that 
pale image of unhappy girlhood. He fell again 
and again to speculating on the probable romance 
that lay behind that loneliness and look of desola- 
tion ; then to smile at his own share in the pre- 
judice that interesting faces must have interesting 
adventures; then to justify himself for feeling 
that sorrow was the more tragic when it befell 
delicate, childlike beauty. 

“T should not have forgotten the look of mis- 
ery if she had been uglyand vulgar,” he said to 
himself. But there was no denying that the at- 
tractiveness of the image made it likelier to last. 
It was clear to him as an onyx cameo: the 
brown-black drapery, the: white face with small, 
small features and dark, long-lashed eyes. His 
mind glanced over the girl-tragedies that are 
going on in the world, hidden, unheeded, as if 
they were but tragedies of the copse or hedgerow, 
where the helpless drag wounded wings for- 
sakenly, and streak the shadowed moss with the 
red moment-hand of their own death. Deronda 
of late, in his solitary excursions, had been occu- 
pied chiefly with uncertainties about his own 
course; but those uncertainties, being much at 
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their leisure, were wont to have such wide-sweep- 
ing connections with all life and history that the 
new image of helpless sorrow easily blent itself 
with what seemed to him the strong array of rea- 
. sons why he should shrink from getting into that 
routine of the world which makes men apologise 
for all its wrong-doing, and take opinions as mere 
professional equipment—why he should not draw 
strongly at any thread in the hopelessly-entangled 
scheme of things. 

He used his oars little, satisfied to go with the 
tide and be taken back by it. It was his habit to 
indulge himself in that solemn passivity which 
easily comes with the lengthening shadows and 
mellowing light, when thinking and desiring melt 
together imperceptibly, and what in other hours 
may have seemed argument takes the quality of 
passionate vision. By the time he had come back 
again with the tide past Richmond Bridge the sun 
was near setting; and the approach of his favourite 
hour—with its deepening stillness, and darkening 
masses of tree and building between the double 
glow of the sky and the river—disposed him to 
linger as if they had been an unfinished strain of 
music. He looked out for a perfectly solitary spot 
where he could lodge his boat against the bank, 
and, throwing himself on his back with his head 
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propped on the cushions, could watch out the light 
of sunset and the opening of that bead-roll which 
some oriental poet describes as God’s call to the 
little stars, who each answer, “Here am I.” He 
chose a spot in the bend of the river just opposite 
Kew Gardens, where he had a great breadth of 
water before him reflecting the glory of the sky, 
while he himself was in shadow. He lay with his 
hands behind his head propped on a level with 
the boat’s edge, so that he could see all around 
him, but could not be seen by any one at a few 
yards’ distance; and for a long while he never 
turned his eyes from the view right in front of 
him. He was forgetting everything else in a half- 
speculative, half-involuntary identification of him- 
self with the objects he was looking at, thinking 
how far it might be possible habitually to shift 
his centre till his own personality would be no 
less outside him than the landscape,—when the 
sense of something moving on the bank opposite 
him where it was bordered by a line of willow- 
bushes, made him turn his glance thitherward. 
In the first moment he had a darting presentiment 
about the moving figure; and now he could see 
the small face with the strange dying sunlight 
upon it. He feared to frighten her by a sudden 
movement, and watched her with motionless at- 
tention. She looked round, but seemed only to 
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gather security from the apparent solitude, hid 
her hat among the willows, and immediately took 
off her woollen cloak, Presently she seated her- 
self and deliberately dipped the cloak in the 
water, holding it there a little while, then taking 
it out with effort, rising from her seat as she did 
so. By this time Deronda felt sure that she 
meant to wrap the wet cloak round her as a 
drowning-shroud; there was no longer time to 
hesitate about frightening her. He rose and 
seized his oar to ply across ; happily her position 
lay a little below him. The poor thing, overcome 
with terror at this sign of discovery from the op- 
posite bank, sank down on the brink again, hold- 
ing her cloak but half out of the water. She’ 
crouched and covered her face as if she kept a 
faint hope that she had not been seen, and that 
the boatman was accidentally coming towards her. 
But soon he was within brief space of her, steady- 
ing his boat against the bank, and speaking, but 
very gently— 


“Don’t be afraid. . . . You are unhappy... . 
Pray, trust me. . . . Tell me what I can do to 
help you.” 


She raised her head and looked up at him. His 
‘face now was towards the light, and she knew it 
again. But she did not speak for a few moments 
which were a renewal of their former gaze at each 
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other. At last she said in a low sweet voice, with 
an accent so distinct that it suggested foreignness 
and yet was not foreign, “I saw you before ;” 

. and then added, dreamily, after a like pause, 
“nella miseria.” 

Deronda, not understanding the connection of 
her thought, supposed that her mind was weak- 
ened by distress and hunger. 

“Tt was you, singing?” she went on, hesita- 
tingly —“ Nessun maggior dolore.” . . . The mere 
words themselves uttered in her sweet undertones 
seemed to give the melody to Deronda’s ear. 

“Ah, yes,” he said, understanding now, “I am 
often singing them. But I fear you will injure 
yourself staying here. Pray let me carry you 
in my boat to some place of safety. And that 
wet cloak—let me take it.” 

He would not attempt to take it without her 
leave, dreading lest he should scare her. Even at 
his words, he fancied that she shrank and clutched 
the cloak more tenaciously. But her eyes were 
fixed on him with a question in them as she said, 
“You look good. Perhaps it is God’s command.” 

“Do trust me. Let me help you. I will die 
before I will let any harm come to you.” 

She rose from her sitting posture, first dragging 
the saturated cloak and then letting it fall on 
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the ground—it was too heavy for her tired arms. 
Her little woman’s figure as she laid her delicate 
chilled hands together one over the other against 
her waist, and went a step backward while she 
leaned her head forward as if not to lose her sight 
of his face, was unspeakably touching. 

“Great God!” the words escaped Deronda in a 
tone so low and solemn that they seemed like a 
prayer become unconsciously vocal. The agitating 
impression this forsaken girl was making on him 
stirred a fibre that lay close to his deepest interest 
in the fates of women—*“ perhaps my mother was 
like this one.” The old thought had come now 
with a new impetus of mingled feeling, and urged 
that exclamation in which both East and West 
have for ages concentrated their awe in the pre- 
sence of inexorable calamity. 

The low-toned words seemed to have some 
reassurance in them for the hearer: she stepped 
forward close to the boat’s side, and Deronda 
put out his hand, hoping now that she would let 
him help her in. She had already put her tiny 
hand into his which closed round it, when some 
new thought struck her, and drawing back she 
said— 

“T have nowhere to go—nobody belonging to 
me in all this land.” 
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“T will take you to a lady who has daughters,” 
said Deronda, immediately. He felt a sort of 
relief in gathering that the wretched home and 
cruel friends he imagined her to be fleeing 
from were not in the near background. Still 
she hesitated, and said more timidly than 
ever— 

“Do you belong to the theatre?” 

“No; I have nothing to do with the theatre,” 
said Deronda, in a decided tone. Then beseech- 
ingly, “I will put you in perfect safety at once; 
with a lady, a good woman ; [am sure she will be 
kind. Let us lose no time: you will make your- 
self ill. Life may still become sweet to you. 


.-There are good people—there are good women 


who will take care of you.” 

She drew backward no more, but stepped in 
easily, as if she were used to such action, and sat 
down on the cushions. 

“You had a covering for your head,” said De- 
ronda. 

“My hat?” (she lifted up her hands to her 
head.) ‘It is quite hidden in the bush.” 

“J will find it,” said Deronda, putting out his 
hand deprecatingly as she attempted to rise. “The 
boat is fixed.” 

He jumped out, found the hat, and lifted up the 
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saturated cloak, wringing it and throwing it into 
the bottom of the boat. 

“We must carry the cloak away, to prevent any 
one who may have noticed you from thinking you 
have been drowned,” he said cheerfully, as he got 
in again and presented the old hat to her, “I 
wish I had any other garment than my coat to 
offer you. But shall you mind throwing it over 
your shoulders while we are on the water? It 
is quite an ordinary thing to do, when people 
return late and are not enough provided with 
wraps.” He held out the coat towards her with 
a smile, and there came a faint melancholy 
smile in answer, as she took it and put it on 
very cleverly. 

“T have some biscuits—should you like them ?” 
said Deronda. 

“No; I cannot eat. I had still some money 
left to buy bread.” 

He began to ply his oar without further remark, 
and they went along swiftly for many minutes 
without speaking. She did not look at him, but 
was watching the oar, leaning forward in an atti- 
tude of repose, as if she were beginning to feel the 
comfort of returning warmth and the prospect of 
life instead of death. The twilight was deepening ; 
the red flush was all gone and the little stars were 
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giving their answer one after another. The moon 
was rising, but was still entangled among trees 
and buildings. The light was not such that he 
could distinctly discern the expression of her fea- 
tures or her glance, but they were distinctly be- 
fore him nevertheless—features and a glance which 
seemed to have given a fuller meaning for him to 
the human face. Among his anxieties one was 
dominant: his first impression about her, that her 
mind might be disordered, had not been quite dis- 
sipated : the project of suicide was unmistakable, 
and gave a deeper colour to every other suspicious 
sign. He longed to begin a conversation, but ab- 
stained, wishing to encourage the confidence that 
might induce her to speak first. At last she did 
speak, 

“T like to listen to the oar.” 

“So do L” 

“Tf you had not come, I should have been dead 
now.” 

“T cannot bear you to speak of that. I hope 
you will never be sorry that I came.” 

“T cannot see how I shall be glad to live. The 
maggior dolore and the miseria have lasted longer 
than the tempo felice.” She paused and then went 
on dreamily,—“ Dolore—miseria—I think those 
words are alive.” 
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Deronda was mute: to question her seemed an 
unwarrantable freedom; he shrank from appear- 
ing to claim the authority of a benefactor, or to 
treat her with the less reverence because she was 
in distress. She went on, musingly— 

“TJ thought it was not wicked. Death and life 
are one before the Eternal. I know our fathers 
slew their children and then slew themselves, to 
keep their souls pure. I meant itso. But now I 
am commanded to live. I cannot see how I shall 
live.” 

“You will find friends. I will find them for 
you.” 

She shook her head and said mournfully, “ Not 
my mother and brother. I cannot find them.” 

“You are English? You must be—speaking 
English so perfectly.” 

She did not answer immediately, but looked at 
Deronda again, straining to see him in the doubt- 
ful light. Until now she had been watching the 
oar. It seemed as if she were half roused, and 
wondered which part of her impressions was 
dreaming and which waking. Sorrowful isolation 
had benumbed her sense of reality, and the power 
of distinguishing outward and inward was continu- 
ally slipping away from her. Her look was full of 
wondering timidity, such as the forsaken one in 
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the desert might have lifted to the angelic vision 
before she knew whether his message were in 
anger or in pity. 

“You want to know if I am English?” she said 
at last, while Deronda was reddening nervously 
under a gaze which he felt more fully than he saw. 

“T want to know nothing except what you like 
to tell me,” he said, still uneasy in the fear that 
her mind was wandering. “Perhaps it is not good 
for you to talk.” 

“Yes, I will tell you. Iam English-born. But 
IT am a Jewess.” 

Deronda was silent, inwardly wondering that he 
had not said this to himself before, though any one 
who had seen delicate-faced Spanish girls might 
simply have guessed her to be Spanish. 

“Do you despise me for it?” she said presently 
in low tones, which had a sadness that pierced 
like a cry from a small dumb creature in fear. 

“Why should I?” said Deronda. “I am not 
so foolish.” 

“T know many Jews are bad.” 

“So are many Christians. But I should not 
think it fair for you to despise me because of that.” 

“My mother and brother were good. But I 
shall never find them. I am come a long way— 
from abroad. I ran away; but I cannot tell you 
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—I cannot speak of it. I thought I might find 
my mother again—God would guide me. But 
then I despaired. This morning when the light 
came, I felt as if one word kept sounding within 
me—Never! never! But now—lI begin—to 
think ” her words were broken by rising sobs 
—“T am commanded to live — perhaps we are 
going to her.” 

With an outburst of weeping she buried her 
head on her knees. He hoped that this passion- 
ate weeping might relieve her excitement. Mean- 


while he was inwardly picturing in much embar- 
rassment how he should present himself with her 
in Park Lane—the course which he had at first 
unreflectingly determined on. No one kinder 
and more gentle than Lady Mallinger; but it was 
hardly probable that she would be at home; and 
he had a shuddering sense of a lackey staring at 
this delicate, sorrowful image of womanhood—of 
glaring lights and fine staircases, and perhaps 
chilling suspicious manners from lady’s-maid and 
housekeeper, that might scare the mind already in 
a state of dangerous susceptibility. But to take 
her to any other shelter than a home already 
known to him was not to be contemplated: he 
was full of fears about the issue of the adventure 
which had brought on him a responsibility all the 
VOL. I. Z 
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heavier for the strong and agitating impression 
this childlike creature had made on him. But 
another resource came to mind: he could venture | 
to take her to Mrs Meyrick’s—to the small home at 
Chelsea, where he had been often enough since his 
return from abroad to feel sure that he could 
appeal there to generous hearts, which had a ro- 
mantic readiness to believe in innocent need and 
to help it. Hans Meyrick was safe away in Italy, 
and Deronda felt the comfort of presenting him- 
self with his charge at a house where he would be 
met by a motherly figure of quakerish neatness, 
and three girls who hardly knew of any evil closer 
to them than what lay in history books and dra- 
mas, and would at once associate a lovely Jewess 
with Rebecca in ‘Ivanhoe, besides thinking that 
everything they did at Deronda’s request would 
be done for their idol, Hans. The vision of the 
Chelsea home once raised, Deronda no longer 
hesitated. 

The rumbling thither in the cab after the still- 
ness of the water seemed long. Happily his 
charge had been quiet since her fit of weeping, 
and submitted like a tired child, When they 
were in the cab, she laid down her hat and tried 
to rest her head, but the jolting movement would 
not let it rest: still she dozed, and her sweet 
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head hung helpless first on one side, then on 
the other. 

“They are too good to have any fear about 
taking her in,” thought Deronda. Her person, 
her voice, her exquisite utterance, were one strong 
appeal to belief and tenderness. Yet what had 
been the history which had brought her to this 
desolation? He was going on a strange errand— 
to ask shelter for this waif. Then there occurred 
to him the beautiful story Plutarch somewhere 
tells of the Delphic women: how when the 
Meenads, outworn with their torch-lit wander- 
ings, lay down to sleep in the market-place, the 
matrons came and stood silently round them 
to keep guard over their slumbers; then, when 
they waked, ministered to them tenderly and saw 
them safely to their own borders. He could trust 
the women he was going to for having hearts as 
good. 

Deronda felt himself growing older this evening 
and entering on a new phase in finding a life to 
which his own had come—perhaps as a rescue; but 
how to make sure that snatching from death was 
rescue? The moment of finding a fellow-creature 
is often as full of mingled doubt and exultation 
as the moment of finding an idea. 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 


Life is a various mother : now she dons 
Her plumes and brilliants, climbs the marble stairs 
With head aloft, nor ever turns her eyes 
On lackeys who attend her ; now she dwells 
Grim-clad up darksome alleys, breathes hot gin, 
And screams in pauper riot. 

But to these 


She came a frugal matron, neat and deft, 
With cheerful morning thoughts and quick device 
To find the much in little. 


Mrs MEyrick’s house was not noisy: the front 
parlour looked on the river, and the back on 
gardens, so that though she was reading aloud 
to her daughters, the window could be left open 
to freshen the air of the small double room where 
a lamp and two candles were burning. The 
candles were on a table apart for Kate, who was 
drawing illustrations for a publisher; the lamp 
was not only for the reader but for Amy and Mab, 
who were embroidering satin cushions for “the 
great world.” 

Outside, the house looked very narrow and 
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shabby, the bright light through the holland blind 
showing the heavy old-fashioned window-frame ; 
but it is pleasant to know that many such grim- 
walled slices of space in our foggy London have 
been, and still are the homes of a culture the 
more spotlessly free from vulgarity, because poverty 
has rendered everything like display an imper- 
sonal question, and all the grand shows of the 
world simply a spectacle which rouses no petty 
rivalry or vain effort after possession. 

The Meyricks’ was a home of that kind; and 
they all clung to this particular house in a row 
because its interior was filled with objects always 
in the same places, which for the mother held 
memories of her marriage time, and for the young 
ones seemed as necessary and uncriticised a part 
of their world as the stars of the Great Bear seen 
from the back windows. Mrs Meyrick had borne 
much stint of other matters that she might be 
able to keep some engravings specially cherished 
by her husband ; and the narrow spaces of wall 
held a world-history in scenes and heads which 
the children had early learned by heart. The 
chairs and tables were also old friends preferred 
to new. But in these two little parlours with 
no furniture that a broker would have cared to 
cheapen except the prints and piano, there was 
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space and apparatus for a wide-glancing, nicely- 
select life, open to the highest things in music, 
painting, and poetry. Iam not sure that in the 
times of greatest scarcity, before Kate could get 
paid work, these ladies had always had a servant 
to light their fires and sweep their rooms; yet 
they were fastidious in some points, and could 
not believe that the manners of ladies in the 
fashionable world were so full of coarse selfish- 
ness, petty quarrelling, and slang as they are repre- 
sented to be in what are called literary photo- 
graphs. The Meyricks had their little oddities, 
streaks of eccentricity from the mother’s blood 
as well as the father’s, their minds being like 
medizeval houses with unexpected recesses and 
openings from this into that, flights of steps and 
sudden outlooks. 

But mother and daughters were all united by 
a triple bond—family love; admiration for the 
finest work, the best action; and habitual in- 
dustry. Hans’s desire to spend some of his money 
in making their lives more luxurious had been 
resisted by all of them, and both they and he had 
been thus saved from regrets at the threatened 
triumph of his yearning for art over the attractions 
of secured income—a triumph that would by-and- 
by oblige him to give up his fellowship. They 
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could all afford to laugh at his Gavarni-carica- 
tures and to hold him blameless in following a 
natural bent which their unselfishness and in- 
dependence had left ‘without obstacle. It was 
enough for them to go on in their old way, only 
having a grand treat of opera-going (to the gal- 
lery) when Hans came home on a visit. 

Seeing the group they made this evening, one 
could hardly wish them to change their way of 
life. They were all alike small, and so in due pro- 
portion with their miniature rooms. Mrs Mey- 
rick was reading aloud from a French book: she 
was a lively little woman, half French, half Scotch, 
with a pretty articulateness of speech that seemed 
to make daylight in her hearer’s understanding. 
Though she was not yet fifty, her rippling hair, 
covered by a quakerish net cap, was chiefly grey, 
but her eyebrows were brown as the bright eyes 
below them ; her black dress, almost like a priest’s 
cassock with its row of buttons, suited a neat 
figure hardly five feet high. The daughters were 
to match the mother, except that Mab had Hans’s 
light hair and complexion, with a bossy irregular 
brow and other quaintnesses that reminded one 
of him. Everything about them was compact, 
from the firm coils of their hair, fastened back & 
la Chinoise, to their grey skirts in puritan non- 
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conformity with the fashion, which at that time 
would have demanded that four feminine circum- 
ferences should fill all the free space in the front 
parlour. All four, if they had been wax-work, 
might have been packed easily in a fashionable 
lady’s travelling trunk. Their faces seemed full 
of speech, as if their minds had been shelled, 
after the manner of horse-chestnuts, and become 
brightly visible. The only large thing of its kind 
in the room was Hafiz, the Persian cat, comfort- 
ably poised on the brown leather back of a 
chair, and opening his large eyes now and then 
to see that the lower animals were not in any 
mischief. 

The book Mrs Meyrick had before her was 
Erckmann-Chatrian’s Histoire d’un Conserit. She 
had just finished reading it aloud, and Mab, who 
had let her work fall on the ground while she 
stretched her head forward and fixed her eyes 
on the reader, exclaimed— 

“T think that is the finest story in the world.” 

“Of course, Mab!” said Amy, “it is the last 
you have heard. Everything that pleases you is 
the best in its turn.” 

“Tt is hardly to be called a story,” said Kate. 
“Tt is a bit of history brought near us with a 
stroug telescope. We can see the soldier’s faces: 
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no, it is more than that—we can hear everything 
—we can almost hear their hearts beat.” 

“T don’t care what you call it,” said Mab, 
flirting away her thimble. ‘Call it a chapter in 
Revelations. It makes me want to do something 
good, something grand. It makes me so sorry for 
everybody. It makes me like Schiller—I want 
to take the world in my arms and kiss it. I must 
kiss you instead, little mother!” She threw her 
arms round her mother’s neck. 

“Whenever you are in that mood, Mab, down 
goes your work,” said Amy. “It would be doing 
something good to finish your cushion without 
soiling it.” 

“Oh—oh—oh!” groaned Mab, as she stooped 
to pick up her work and thimble. “I wish I had 
three wounded conscripts to take care of.” 

“You would spill their beef-tea while you were 
talking,” said Amy. 

“Poor Mab! don’t be hard on her,” said the 
mother. “Give me the embroidery now, child. 
You go on with your enthusiasm, and I will go 
on with the pink and white poppy.” 

“Well, ma, I think you are more caustic than 
Amy,” said Kate, while she drew her head back 
to look at her drawing. 

“Oh—oh—oh!” cried Mab again, rising and 
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stretching her arms. “I wish something wonder- 
ful would happen. I feel like the deluge. The 
waters of the great deep are broken up, and the 
windows of heaven are opened. I must sit down 
and play the scales.” 

Mab was opening the piano while the others 
were laughing at this climax, when a cab stopped 
before the house, and there forthwith came a quick 
rap of the knocker. 

“Dear me!” said Mrs Meyrick, starting up, 
“it is after ten, and Phoebe is gone to bed.” She 
hastened out, leaving the parlour door open. 

“Mr Deronda!” The girls could hear this 
exclamation from their mamma. Mab clasped 
her hands, saying in a loud whisper, ‘There 
now! something is going to happen;” Kate 
and Amy gave up their work in amazement. 
But Deronda’s tone in reply was so low that 
they could not hear his words, and Mrs Meyrick 
immediately closed the parlour door. 

“T know I am trusting to your goodness in a 
most extraordinary way,” Deronda went on, after 
giving his brief narrative, ‘but you can imagine 
how helpless I feel with a young creature like 
this on my hands. I could not go with her 
among strangers, and in her nervous state I 
should dread taking her into a house full of 


BOOK II.—MEETING STREAMS. 363 


servants. I have trusted to your mercy. I hope 
you will not think my act unwarrantable.” 

“On the contrary. You have honoured me by 
trusting me. I see your difficulty. Pray bring 
her in. I will go and prepare the girls.” 

While Deronda went back to the cab, Mrs 
Meyrick turned into the parlour again and said, 
“Here is somebody to take care of instead of your 
wounded conscripts, Mab: a poor girl who was 
going to drown herself in despair. Mr Deronda 
found her only just in time to save her. He brought 
her along in his boat, and did not know what else 
it would be safe to do with her, so he has trusted us 
and brought her here. It seems she is a Jewess, but 
quite refined, he says—knowing Italian and music.” 

The three girls, wondering and expectant, came 
forward and stood near each other in mute con- 
fidence that they were all feeling alike under this 
appeal to their compassion. Mab looked rather 
awe-stricken, as if this answer to her wish were 
something preternatural. 

Meanwhile Deronda going to the door of the 
cab where the pale face was now gazing out with 
roused observation, said, “I have brought you to 
some of the kindest people in the world: there 
are daughters like you. It is a happy home. 
Will you let me take you to them?” 
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She stepped out obediently, putting her hand 
in his and forgetting her hat; and when Deronda 
led her into the full light of the parlour where the 
four little women stood awaiting her, she made a 
picture that would have stirred much duller sensi- 
bilities than theirs. At first she was a little dazed 
by the sudden light, and before she had concen- 
trated her glance he had put her hand into the 
mother’s. He was inwardly rejoicing that the 
Meyricks were so small: the dark-curled head 
was the highest among them. The poor wanderer 
could not be afraid of these gentle faces so near 
hers; and now she was looking at each of them 
in turn while the mother said, “You must be 
weary, poor child.” 

“We will take care of you—we will comfort 
you—we will love you,” cried Mab, no longer 
able to restrain herself, and taking the small right 
hand caressingly between both her own. This 
gentle welcoming warmth was penetrating the 
bewildered one: she hung back just enough to 
see better the four faces in front of her, whose 
goodwill was being reflected in hers, not in any 
smile, but in that undefinable change which tells 
us that anxiety is passing into contentment. For 
an instant she looked up at Deronda, as if she 
were referring all this merey to him, and then 
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again turning to Mrs Meyrick, said with more 
collectedness in her sweet tones than he had 
heard before— 

“Tama stranger. I ama Jewess. You might 
have thought I was wicked.” 

“No, we are sure you are good,” burst out Mab. 

“We think no evil of you, poor child, You 
shall be safe with us,” said Mrs Meyrick. “Come 
now and sit down. You must have some food, and 
then go to rest.” 

The stranger looked up again at Deronda, who 
said— 

“You will have no more fears with these 
friends? You will rest to-night?” 

“Oh, I should not fear. I should rest. I think 
these are the ministering angels.” 

Mrs Meyrick wanted to lead her to a seat, but 
again hanging back gently, the poor weary thing 
spoke as if with a scruple at being received with- 
out a further account of herself: 

“My name is Mirah Lapidoth. I am comea 
long way, all the way from Prague by myself. I 
made my escape. I ran away from dreadful things. 
I came to find my mother and brother in London. 
I had been taken from my mother when I was 
little, but I thought I could find her again. I 
had trouble—the houses were all gone—I could 
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not find her. It has been a long while, and I had 
not much money. That is why I am in distress.” 

“Our mother will be good to you,” cried Mab. 
“See what a nice little mother she is!” 

“ Do sit down now,” said Kate, moving a chair 
forward, while Amy ran to get some tea. 

Mirah resisted no longer, but seated herself with 
perfect grace, crossing her little feet, laying her 
hands one over the other on her lap, and looking 
at her friends with placid reverence; whereupon 
Hafiz, who had been watching the scene restlessly, 
came forward with tail erect and rubbed himself 
against her ankles. Deronda felt it time to take 
his leave. 

“ Will you allow me to come again and inquire 
—perhaps at five to-morrow?” he said to Mrs 
Meyrick. 

“ Yes, pray; we shall have had time to make 
acquaintance then.” 

“ Good - bye,” said Deronda, looking down at 
Mirah, and putting out his hand. She rose as she 
took it, and the moment brought back to them 
both strongly the other moment when she had 
first taken that outstretched hand. She lifted 
her eyes to his and said with reverential fervour, 
‘The God of our fathers bless you and deliver you 
from all evil as you have delivered me. I did 
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not believe there was any man so good. None 
before have thought me worthy of the best. You 
found me poor and miserable, yet you have given 
me the best.” 

Deronda could not speak, but with silent adieux 
to the Meyricks, hurried away. 


END OF THE FIRST VOLUME. 
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“The Aneroid alone is worth the money.”— 
eld. 

Complete Treatise on Aneroids sent Free of 
Charge with each instrument. 

NOTE.—In Ordering, please refer to Adver- 
tisement. 

J. J. WAINWRIGHT & CO., 
55 CAMBRIDGE STREET BUILDINGS, BIRMINGHAM. 
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MIDDLEMARCH. Cheap Edition. In one volume, 


crown 8vo, 7s. 6d., with Vignette drawn by Brrxer Foster, al, 
by C. H. *Jeens. Also A LIBRARY EDITION, in Four V 


small 8vo, 21s,, cloth. 


THE LEGEND OF JUBAL, AND OTHER POEMS. | 


Second Edition. Feap. 8vo, 6s., cloth. 


T HE opAhioe GYPSY. Fifth Edition. In crown 
8vo, 78. clot : 


oe 
Lia ae 
4 aoe Vas 3 


ADAM BEDE. Stereotype Edition. cy. eo. | | 


8vo, with Illustrations, 3s, 6d., cloth. es 
2 


THE MILL ON THE FLOSS. Stereotype Eaton. 


In crown 8yo, witk Illustrations, 3s, 6d., cloth. 


SCENES OF CLERICAL LIFE. fe 


Edition. In crown 8yo, with Illustrations, 3s., cloth. 


SILAS MARNER: THE WEAVER OF RA VELOE. s 


Stereotype Edition, In crown 8vo, with Illustrations, 2s. 6d., cloth. =a 


FELIX HOLT, THE RADICAL. Stretype 


Edition, In crown 8vo, with Iustrations, 8s. 6d., cloth. 


Pee Oy. 
WISE, WITTY, AND TENDER SAVINGS, —— 
In Prose AND VERSB, tae oe 
SELECTED FROM THE WORKS OF GEORGE ELIOT, - 
By ALEXANDER MAIN.. 
Second Edition, feap: 8vo, 6s. 
‘4 word fitly spoken is like apples of gold in pictures of silver.” 


WILLIAM BLACKWOOD & SONS, EDINBURGH AND ities my 
= we x 


